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THE READER. 


Tur EDITOR of the following ſheets 
has nothing to plead in their favour : inſig- 
nificant and unfiniſhed as they are, the 
Reader, he believes, will be little diſpoſed 
to cenſure, and leſs inclined to commend, 
them. The motives, which induced him to 
publiſh theſe fragments, at the preſent time, 


e e Es 
though intereſting to himſelf, are of no im- 


portance to the world. 


Tuxxx is ſome degree of merit in ac- 
knowledging our unworthineſs—there is a 
portion of magnanimity in avowing our 


' unenviable merit, will ſurely be allowed to 
the Editor, when he candidly confeſſes, that 
although, in the preſumption of youth and 
the folly of his heart, he ſtepped into the 
grave and venerable character of a Public 
| Cenſor, with elevated hopes and ſanguine 

enthuſiaſm, yet the painful production of a 
ſew Eſſays quickly convinced him, that he 
was not leſs unhappily deficient in know- 
ledge and abilities, than unqualified by years 


he had aſſumed. Under this humiliating 
ſenſe of infirmity, his imagination drooped— 
| his 


_ weakneſs: that humble magnanimity, that 


* 
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his pen Ianguiſhed—and GABRIEL SILVER- 

TONGUE, lapt in a lethargy of dulneſs, was 

indolently nodding himſelf into the grave of 

oblivion, when a ſudden and ſevere misfor- 

tune, which overwhelmed the Editor, pre- 
cipitated his fall. 


Maxr of theſe Papers were originally 
publiſhed, according to the dates they bear, 
in a provincial Journal; and the preſent 
edition of the firſt volume, which kept pace 
with the work in its periodical progreſs, 
was nearly printed off, when the irrecover- 
able blow, alluded to, adminiſtered the 
coup de grace to poor Gantt SIIVER- 

TONGUE! 


Sꝛxcx that period, the WarsPERER has 
flumbered in clean ſheets; and, though an 
| bably 


n) 

| aſleep again: if ſo— the laſt trumpet itſelf 
will not be loud enough to interrupt his im- 
mortal repoſe 


Wirz reſpect ta the contents of the 
| preſent volume, it is neceſſary to acknow- 
ledge, that part of the firſt, and the whou vt 
the third number were furniſhed by a Gen- 
| tleman, whoſe learning and talents would, 
probably, have exalted the WrrsPERER to 
a dignified rank among periodical writers, 
had not circumſtances rendered it inconve- 
| nient for him to contribute his aſſiſtance.— 
The letter of Mrs: Quackett in the tenth 
number, that of Tendreſſa Handy in the 
thirteenth, and the Viſion of Nugator in the 
eighteenth, were furniſhed by ingenious 
Correſpondents. The Chimera, or a Tale 
of a Looking Glaſs, in No. 23, appeared 

originally 


Cix ) 
originally in Dr. Anderſon's BER, in Novem- 
ber, 1792. It was written and tranſmitted 
to the Doctor two years before, when the 
author was only a boy: in point of ſtyle, it 
has now been conſiderably altered; and 
| thoſe readers, who may have an opportunity 
of comparing both editions, will, perhaps, 
allow that the preſent is leſs faulty than the 
former. Whatever errors and imperfections 
may be diſcovered m this Tale, or in any 
other part of the labours of Gazrziui SIE 
VERTONGUE—the Letters and Eſſays above 
mentioned excepted—let them be attributed 
to the inexperience and inability of One, 
whoſe name and character the Public will, 
probably, never take the trouble to enquire. 
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— 54, — 6, for naivette read naivete. 
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WHISPERER, 

:  — 
TAY WP 
Some introduftory account of the Family of the 


Silvertongues, end the intended — of 
the Whiſperer. © 


T. has been an ancient and well ap- 
fors of periodical memory, to dedicate their firſt 
eſſay to themſelves, and therein diſcover juſt ſo | 
much concerning their birth, parentage and 
education as cannot fail to awaken in the breaſt 
of the curious reader an earneſt deſire of better 
acquaintance. Now though I do not intend in 


he core of wy yernlutions to confine apts 
A 


inglickly 
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implicitly to the path or the practice of any 
former writer, however glorious and ſucceſsful 
his career may have been, I ſhall, nevertheleſs, 
in compliance with this venerable cuſtom, intro- 
duce myſelf to the public with as much engag- 
ing diſſidence, and as meek a recommendation 
of my character and abilities as can be expected 
of any man from his own pen. It is almoſt im- 
poſſible for a perſon to ſpeak of himſelf with 
a good grace: ſome modeſt authors, and among 
the reſt the late renowned Laureate, Colley 
| Cidber, after having perſecuted the public with 


I was born about the middle of the eighteenth 
ecntury in the village where I now reſide, 
which is delightfully fituated near a large manu- 
facturing town in acelebrated Iſland, placed by 
Geographers between the German and Atlantic 
Oceans. My father was a plain country Gen- 
tleman, who lived upen a comfortable patri- 
mony, which had been picuſly delivered down 
from father to fon, thro' a long and venerable 
line 
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moured man who amuſed away life in all the 
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line of anceflry, without much improvement 
or diminution. He was an eaſy, good hu- 


luxury of indolence. Twice a year he accom- 
panied his neighbour Lord R. in the fox chace; 
and, being a Juſtice of the Quorum, regularly 
filled with becoming dignity the reſpeQable 


chair of Peace at the General Quarter Seffions 


for the County. The reſt of his days evapo- 
rated in tobacco ſmoke or were employed in 
tenderly nurſing the gout, which has been an 


inmate in our family for ſeveral centuries, 


being firſt imported from France in the great 
toe of Sir Toby Silvertongue, one of the gallant 
companions of Henry the fifth, when Prince of 
Wales; and afterwards one of the braveſt of 
thoſe ſoldiers who followed his fortunes on the 
continent : indeed Sir Toby was knighted by 
that monarch for his valiant feats in the battle 
of Agincourt. I could fill a volume with the 
intrigues and adventures of this illuſtrious 


luminary of our houſe, who was one of the 
_ greateſt wits and fineſt gentlemen of his age. 


But my preſent buſineſs is rather to introduce 
myſelf to the acquaintance of my readers ; and 
A 2 ſince. 
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fince we ſhall probably jog on together for a 
Journey of conſiderable extent, I am determined 
it ſhall not be my fault if a good underſtanding 
be not cultivated between us at the outſet. For 
this purpoſe I deem it neceſſary to be open and 
any with to deceive, I ſhall be as impartial as 
frail human nature will permit in every thing 
Which relates to myſelf. 


Thoſe who have but an imperfe& knowledge 
of me, I believe, take me for a humouriſt and 
laugh at what they call my oddities and pecu- 
Liarities. They who are more intimately ac- 
quainted with me know that I generally act 
and that ſome occaſional appearances of eccen- 
tricity and fingularity in my deportment ariſe 
merely from a determination, which I have long 
fince formed, to regulate my own conduct by 
my own ſentiments. My opinions, at leaſt 
upon moſt ſubjects, I apprehend, are not very 
uncommon ; and if actions or ſpeeches founded 
upon theſe opinions and in perfect uniſon with 
them appear ſometimes a little extravagant and 


eutre in the ordinary buſineſs of life, I beg 
| leave 


No. I. THE WHISPERER. | 5 
leave to aſk who is moſt worthy to be laughed 
at, I who ſcorn to bend the dictates of my 
own reafon to the changing humours of what 
the world terms fa/hion, or ſuch perſons as 
are ready to give up their moſt ferious prin- 
ciples and beſt approved maxims of conduct to 
follow, like apes in leading ftrings, the guiding 
hand of ſome maſter or miſtceſs of the puppet- 
ſhew. Convince me that I am wrong; and 
that inſtant ſhall become the æra of my praCti- 
cal converſion. But never, while the noble 
| blocd of the Silvertongues flows in my veins, or 
J am bleſſed with a continuance of the powers 
of intellectual diſcrimination, can I permit 
myſelf to facrifice the intereſts of truth or 
the dignity of a rational mind at the ſhrine 
of caprice or vanity, or for the purpoſe of ac- 
commodating myſelf to ſome pitiful but popular 
prejudice. With every thing of this fort I 
profeſs to wage an inveterate and eternal war ; 
and it is one of my principal objects in un- 
now begun, to endeavour to extend the empire 

of common ſenſe ; and whether by grave argu- 
ment, jocoſe raillery, entertaining narratives 
or any other ſpecies of writing, to lead the 
A 3 reflecting 


1 THE WHISPERER, No. I. 
reflecting mind proper exerciſe pli- 
2 | . | and app 
cation 1 I -fthall, A 
, vary 
| meals through | - 
improvement, over all the fairy wilderneſs o 
= ne- eee ee 
* ne ain of knowledge. The _— 
theme and all nature preſents the field 
is my 
my ſpeculations, 


Whoever is able and ot the fone time 
willing to co-operate with me i the puefuir 

3 J A 
= hed me dis e my 
3 Ames 1. 
= oye eee 
3 n nnen 
2225 y wiſh to ſecond my . 
a of fuch well meaning 
— 4 1 gg 
= recommend them to myſelf or the 
„ what will certainly be deemed 
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eſſential, their being cloathed in the decent 
veſture of pure Engliſh. 


If they ſhould prove, in the eſtimation of a 
ecrtain ſociety with which I am conneQed, and 
which I ſhall diſtinguiſh by the name oft 
The Board of Criticiſm, to be unworthy of 
the public eye they ſhall be conſigned, ar once, 
to that peaceful region where they will repoſe 
in quiet, together with a great many learned 
labours of my own and of thouſands of other 
profound and ſomniferous writers--the Land of 
Oblivion. Sweet country of uninterrupted 
eaſe and endlefs reſt ! where angry pamphlets 
no longer tear each other to pieces; where 
duodecimos and octavos, which once ſet the 
world in a flame, now meet no other ene- 
mies than moth and mold; where ponderous 
quartos and tremendous folios no more dif- 
charge at each other the dreadful artillery of 
polemic rage, but where, retaining each the firm 
ſyſtems, they lumber fide by fide in perfect 
friendſhip amid the filent vales and ſhady 
woods of obſcurity, no one daring or wiſhing 
to violate their happy retreat ! 


To 


No. I. 


THE W:IISPERER, 


To this tranquil region, where the bleſſed 
ſpirits of departed volumes repoſe from their 


labeurs without any dread of reſurrection or 
fear of judgment, I foreſee, by the power ct 
prophecy, that the ſpeculations even of Gabriel 
Silvertongue will quickly paſs. Till they fhall 
experience this honourable tranflatioa they 
muſt be contented to act their part on this 
mortal ſtage and to meet, probably, many a 
jolt, and many a rub and many a fneer from 
idle witlings and railing blockheads. It has 
always been the fate of the great, the wiſe 
and the good to experience oppoſition ; and I 
ſhall begin to doubt my claim to theſe cha- 
racteriſtics if no one is kind enough to riſe 
up for the purpoſe of putting me on my trial, 
and paſſing ſentence of condemnation upon 
me in the moſt ſummary manner practiſed in 
our courts of law. 


X. 
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Thurſday, June 5, 179. 


Hints concerning Title-pages, and a :Vk:iſper abaut 
whiſperings | 


— C—— 


ceo --_Nanum cujuſdum Atlanta voramus ; 
Zthiopem cytzuum; parvain extortaugue pucllam 


Zur opcn. 
Juv. * 


Far title of a book is like the in» 
fcription on a tomb“ Here lies, in hope of a 
joyful re ſurrection, the body of A. B. C.“ Now 
as the virtue, faith. and piety of many a modern 
faint never exiſted any where except upon his 
grave-ſtone, ſo all the wit, learning and genius 
of many a ſhining writer are to be found only 
in his title-page. Every manufacturer, except 
an author, claims a privilege to expatiate with 
all his technical eloquence upon the excellence 

of the materials, the elegance of the patterns 
and beauty of the workmanſhip of thoſe articles 
which he brings to the public market. This 
| licence of impoſing upon cuſtomersis aſſumęd 
by perſons in every trade and profefion, from 
| Dr. 
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Dr. Sangrado preſcribing blood.and water down 
to the humble vender of unſtamped almanacks. 
The manufacturer of books, who ſpins his 
fancy into ſilken webs of verſe or weaves 
bis thoughts iato the broad cloth of proſe, is, 
alone, theught guilty of a breach of modeſty if 
he even ventures to hint at the ſplendid merits 
of the workmanſhip of his hands and head: He 
is, therefore, compelled, by tyrannic cuſtom, 
to ſhine forth in all his glory in the title-page in 
order to attract public attention. It is, on 
this account, eaſier to write a folio than to 
chriſten a duodecimo. If Homer be allowed, 
make his reader nod at other times, ſurely the 
little ſons of proſe may be indulged in one deli- 
to the concluſion of their labours, provided they 
occaſionally walk about, chatter and play a few 
pranks in their fleep. But, in the title-page, it 
is abſolutely requiſite that the author ſhould 
not only himſelf be thoroughly awake, but even 
endued with the magic art of awakening, alarm- 
ing and ſuſpending the curioſity of his future 


Whey 
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When the head hath conceived by the genial 


operation of fancy it brings forth volumes up- 


on volumes, like mountains riling beyond 
mountains, with marvellous eaſe and expedition. 
But when the brain is brought to bed of a title- 
page then is the ſcene reverſed : the mountains 
themſelves are in labour, and with mighty pangs 
and ago::izing convulſions that ſhake, like earth- 
quakes, the whole empire of the pineal gland 
—a mouſe is born !—New books ſhoot from the 
ſtone of Siſyphus, rebounding from the top of 

the hill : but it requires thetoil and patience of 
Siſyphus himſelf in rolling back the ſtone, ts 


We know the power of Monarchs to create 
and beſtow titles. One of the meit illuſtrious 
Orders of Knights in Great Britain derive the 
pedigree of their inſignia from a lady's garter: a 
Roman Emperor *, after triumphing over a pro- 
digious army of cockle thells, which he utterly 
diſcomfited in a mighty battle on the ſhores 
of Gaul, intended to have conferred the Conſul- 

| thip upon his favourite horſe : and one of our 
dn facetious Princes rewarded a loin of beef 

with 
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with the honour of knighthcod for its eminent 
table /ervices : a mark of diſtinction which its 
ſu ceſſors have inherited ever fince, the hinder 
quarter of an ox being to this day worſhipped 
by all pious beef-eaters under the title of Sir 
Lin! Now, as every author is an abſolute mo- 
narch in the kin; dom ot his own works, he may 
erea e and laviſh titles according to his own 
pleaſ' re; nor can his /ubje#s claim any right of 
repining or indulge any hope of redreſs. Jack 
the Giant Killer may be called Julius Czfar ; 
the C:ildren in the Wood may be metamor- 
phoſed into the Jews in Babylon; the Hiſtory 
of a Cock-fight may be baptized the Battle of 
Marathon, and the Narrative of a Fox-chace 
entitled the Retreat of the Ten Thouſand Greeks 
from Perſia! 


This proves, and the practice of innumerable 
authors whom I might name ſauctions the poſi- 
tion, that the title i- wholly independent of the 
took ; an »lac'd in front rather as 2 bait to 
cat · pur: haſers than a bill of fare of the en- 
tertains ent, .. hich every reader expects when 
he is invited to a literary repaſt.— There is more 
virtue in aamesthan is generally imagined. Small 


wits 
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wits of the ſixth and ſeventh magnitude are 
. the latter 
are toe apt to rely upon the intrinſic merit 
of their offspring, which frequently periſh in 
the cradle for want of a lucky name to recom 
mend them as objects of curioſity; while the 
ricketty bantlings of the former, ptumed-with 
ſounding titles, are cried up as luminaries of 
is a farthing candle at midnight. — 


eee | 
Handled by ſome gay, young ſparks, who were f 
making themſelves very merry a few even- 
ings ago at my expence over a bottle of red port, 
from which they ſeemed to have imbibed unuſual _ 
draughts of wit and good humour. Whatever 

curiofity may be excited by the Whiſpers, 
whatever attention may be paid to the Hints 
and Speculations of Gabriel Silvertongue, he will 
always feel himſelf gratified with the reflection 
that, he has made no pompous promiſes in his 
title-page, nor arrogated to himſelf any dicta- 
torial authority in the character which he has | 
B aſſumed. 


aſſumed. Liberty of ſpeech is claimed as one 
of the birth-rights of Britons—liberty of whiſper- 
ing is equally their inheritance.—W hile every 
body 009 ave Hooks aloud I may furely be 


itted to whiſper ; and, as I evidently do not 
intend. to make a great noiſe in the world, 


y ſmall ſtill voice, like the voice of confcience, 
may hope ſometimes to be heard at filent inter- 
o png and, like — of barking, 
are hid down by the fire-fide. - 


1 Might widhend =y my _ 


folitude ; having ftolen into public haunts and 
viewed the domeſtic receſſes of private families; 


in a word, having, for the moſt part, though 


face of troubled waters, I am now retired to the 
venerable ſeat of my anceſtors with a full reſolu- 
tion to wear out the calm evening of life amid 


the well-remembered ſcenes, where formerly 


I ſmiled away the golden age of infancy. 
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But I wiſh not to be miſtaken for a fallem 
ſociety in a fit of ſpleen. It is true I have 
taſted, in my turn, of the cup of aſſliction; 
1 have been a ſtricken deer; but feeling for 
myſelf has taught me to feel for others Though 
I have met with ingratitude, ingratitude itſelf 
has inſtructed me in the art of true benevo- 
| lence; and, to the laſt moment of my life, I 
hope always to have a mite for the needy and a 
tear for the diſtreſſed. He that impriſons his 
| Heart within the walls of his own breaſt and 
at indigence or trample on misfortune, who re- 
gards all men as fools becauſe ſome are fooliſh, 
or all as knaves becauſe ſome are knavith—fuch 
a man ought to be a ffranger upon the face 
of the earth. 


For my own part, though compoſed of as 
frail clay as any man, and conſtitutionally in- 
clined to indulge « a humorous ſadneſs,” I* 
j nevertheleſs frequently unbend the folemnity 
of my temper to the enjoyment of innocent 
amuſements, and can even reliſh the pleaſures 
| of good wit, good wine and good company 
S WM | B 2 0 = 
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as highly now as in the brighteſt ſunſhine of 
amy youth. I am not retiral from the world to 
wrap myſelf up in myſelf, but 


a=—=———Through the loop holes of retreat 
To peep at ſuch a world; to fee the tir 

To hear the roar ſhe ſends through all her gates 
At a ſafe diſtance, where the dying found 
Falls a foft murmur on th unicjur'd ear. 


COWPER, 


Here, then, I dwell like the little inſect that 
| pins its filken neſt within the furrowed bark 
of ſome majeſtic oak; there ſnugly repoſing 
while hurricanes agitate the branches above and 
ſcatter the leaves over the plain. And here, 
where even the thunder that ſhakes the political 
Hemiſphere vibrates only in a whiſper, my own 
whiſperings may perhaps be heard with thoſe 
of the breezes and the buſy inſects that people 
the ſummer air. 


« 
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No. III. 
Thurſday, June 1, 1795+ 
The ;Vhiſperer meets with other Whiſperer, 
V V HENEVER, during the courſe 


of my life, I have been attacked by any 
ſpecies of indiſpoſition, I have always been 
ſure to hear of many perſons who were affected 
in preciſely the ſame manner. A few years ago I 
had a rheumatic fever which reduced me fo low 
that I was confined to my bed for ſeveral weeks, 
and it was many months before I was completely 
leſcence my friends were particularly kind in viſfit- 
ing me; and fcarcely any of them neglected to 
inform me of ſome acquaintance or other who 
had ſuffered, or was then ſuffering grievouſly 
from complaints ſimilar to mine. In thort, 


I began to apprehend that, when I got well 
again, I ſhould find, at leaſt, one half of my 
Bg - hi | 
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neighbours and townſmen crippled by this 
dreadful diforder ; but no ſooner was I reſtored to 
my accuſtomed degree of health, than to my 
agreeable furprize, I faw that moſt perſons 
about me had the free and unconfirained uſe 
of their limbs, and the © tales of woe” which 
had formerly been brought to me in ſuch abun- 
dance now ſeldom vibrated upon my ear. Man- 
kind have certainly a wonderful diſpoſition to 
the exerciſe of ſympathy, and a no lefs ſtrong 
propenſity to the claſſification both of per- 
fons and things according to their reſpective 
characters, properties and conditions. Place 
yourſelf in whatever circumſtances you pleaſe, 
and you may depend upon it you will not 
Jong find yourſelf in a novel or peculiar fitua- 
tion. Whatever it may be, thouſands have oc- 
cupied it before, and thoufands ſtand at preſent 
in the ſame predicament, —1 have been led to 
make the above remarks in confequence of 
what has occurred to me fince I aſſumed the title 
of © the Whiſperer.” If the reader will give 
himſelf the trouble to look back to my laſt num- 
ber, he will find that when I wrote it I little 
umagined there had been fo much whiſpering 
in the world as I ſince find there is. On the 
contrary 
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contrary it appeared to me that every body 
about me ſpoke in loud and ſonorous language; 
and amid the *buſy din of tongues” which 
every where aſſailed me I certainly thought that 
in undertaking to whitper for the public good, 
while fo many are engaged in ſhouting for their 
own, I was ſteering into a channel which, if 
not perfectly new, was however, little fre- 
quented, But ſcarcely had I announced my 
name, character and occupation, before I dif- 
covered my miſtake. The art of whiſperinz, 
it ſeems, is thoroughly underſtood ; and the 
right hand of fellowſhip has been held out to 
me by even whole fraternities of whiſperers, 
who all appeared to be confidently perſuaded 1 
myſelf as candidate for the honour of being 
united to their reſpective ſocieties. I have not, | 
however, thought it prudent or even juſtifiable 
to join myſelf to any of them; for they are 

none of them eſtabliſhed, as far as I can learn, 
upon fuch principles as meet with my entire 
concurrence. One of the moſt numerous 
of theſe ſocieties, and into which I have been 
ſtrongly urged to enter, is one which diſtin- 
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of Character. Upon enquiry I find there is a2 
pun in the very title which they have adopted; 


and in its proper and true meaning it implies that 


the characters of others conſtitute the fubjet 


on which their whiſpering faculties are employ. 
ed. As I was never very fond of ſcandal, I 
have declined the propolals of this Aſſociation, 
notwithſtanding I was poſitively aſſured that 
upon my entering into it, I ſhould be made 


maſter of numerous pieces of private hiſtory which 


2 few which would ſhock and confound me. 


Another whiſpering focicty, which ſoon at- 
tracted my notice, and ſeemed to make itſelf ſure 
| of my principal attention, was a ſociety of poli- 
ticians. The members of this fraternity, deep, 


cularly on their early intelligence, and on their 


intimate knowledge of the hidden ſprings and 


views of the Empreſs of Ruſfia and the Houſe 


of Auſtria, as with thoſe of the Cabinet of 
Berlin, or the French Convention. And they 
can 


1 n a — — 
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can calculate to as great a nicety the effects 
to be produced by the operatioas of a cam- 
paign, as the number of whiffs required "to 
evaporate in ſmoke an. hogſhead of tobacco. 
The propoſals of this learned body I modeſtly _ 
declined, alledging my ignorance and inexpe- 
rience with reſpect to the weighty concerns of 
politics 


The next ſet of whiſperers, who ſeemed to 
expect me to join their claſs, conſiſted of a 
number of perſons, who appeared each to be 
ouſneſs of being poſſeſſed of fome important 
miſe of the moſt profound ſilence and conceal- _ 
ment, to ſo many perſans that the affair would 
bad it been publiſhed in a newipaper, or pro- 
claimed at Ckaring-Crofs. I faw little proſ- 
pect of either pleaſure or advantage in becom- 
ing connected with this aſſociation, and there- 
fore have hitherto avoided all communication | 
with its members. 


1 
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J have been apprized of the exiſtence of 
feveral other deſcriptions of whiſperers befides 
thoſe which I have now mentioned; and may 
poſſibly take a future opportunity of introducing 
my readers to an acquaintance with. fome 
of them. Thoſe perſons are much miſt.ken 
who imagine that whiſperiag is an unfaſhion- 


me to fay, from obſervations which I have 
lately made, that nothing is more univerſally 


> practiſed in the Beau monde ; and I deſire that na 


one Will have the preſumption henceforth 
to pretend that a cuſtom, ſanctioned by ſuch 
various and high authority, can be otherwiſe 
than perſectly genteel. It is true I have pro- 
poſed to myſelf a method of exerciſing this 
uſeful and important art, in ſome reſpects, 
different from moſt which I have hitherto feen 
adopted. But having acquired a little of the 


 efprit du corps ſince I have diſcovered a con- 


nexion between myſelf and fo large and reſ- 
pectable a body of contemporaries, I cannot 
without a marked d:tapprobation allow my 
fellow-labourers to be unjuſtly calumniated. 
In behalf therefore of the whole race of 
whiſperers, ta whatever particular claſs or de- 

nominat ion 


able thing. On the contrary I will take upon 


23 
hereby forbidden, on pain of incurring the 
ſevereſt criticiſm, from mal- treating, ridi- 
culing or cenſuring any one who may chuſe to 
expreſs himſelf, upon whatever occaſion, in a 
ſoft and gentle tone of voice; and all ſuch 
tones and ſounds, are henceforth declared to be 
perfectly genteel, and infinitely preferable to a 
coarſe, rugged and conſequently vulgar arti- 


Ss 
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| to... | 
# Pair of Puwoin of Sir Sims frnkre and. 
Dector Alexander Lapwing. 


Eo | I number I hinted to my 
Readers that I was a number of a certain ho- 
tions of my correſpondents were to be brought 
to receive judgment; and this auguſt Board of 
Criticiſm, as I then ſtyled it, were to be inveſt- 
ed with the power of life and death over all ſuch 
performances as migh from time to time, be 
ſent for publication to the Whiſperer. In this 
paper I intend to introduce to the acquaintance 
of my readers two very diſtinguiſhed perfonages, 
members of this worſhipful Bench of Cenſors, 
who are beſide my intimate friends, and have 
promiſed to be occaſionally my fellow labourers }F 
in the field of Whiſpering. 


'The 


ſonal dignity, is Sir Solomon Sombre, an 
antient Baronet, who may perhaps be eſteemed 
one of the moſt eccentric characters the word 
| ever produced. In his youth, according to his 
own account, he was as lively and polite a rake 
as any young gentleman of the preſent day: he 
drank with deep devotion, ſwore with a moſt 
faſhionable grace, could loſe a few cool hun- 
dreds at a card-table with more compoſure than 
a philoſopher could eat a figpper of herbs, or 
win as many thouſands at Newmarket without 
fought two duels before he was eighteen; ran 
body, in the firſt, who nevertheleſs recovered; | 
and, in the ſecond, received a bullet in his 
thigh, which he will carry with bim to his 
grave. In ſhort, young Sir Solomon was the 
very pink of faſhion and weather cock of folly ; 
ns heantnd „„ „% es and brothels. 
bilked 5 ladies of the town, and was, in 


every reſpect, a moſt accompliſhed Man of the 
World, 


C But 
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But this brilliant meteor was ſuddenly 
eclipſed by the intervention of a very ſingular 
reign, in a large circle of his jovial compa- 
nions, the intoxicated Baronet toaſted the un- 
fortunate Chevalier de St. George, who was at 
that time on his march toward the capital. 
The” the toaſt was evidently given only in a 
frolic it had nearly coſt him his life: informa- | 
tion was laid againſt him by ſome of his aſſo- 
ciates; he was arreſted and committed to New- 
gate upon ſuſpicion of High Treaſon. His fa- 
ther being then dead, and the Baronet himſelf 
not yet being of age, his mother, who reſided 
partly by her own exertions and the influence 
of his guardians, but principally by the magic 
virtue of almighty gold, procured his enlarge- 
ment. 


The fullen and infpiring gloom of a priſon 
had already awakened reflection in the breaſt of 
Sir Solomon; and, to his inexpreſſible aſto- 
niſhment, he there firſt diſcovered that he had 
a thinking mind and a conſcience. The ago- 

| nles 
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nies of remorſe and repentance which tortured 
him during his confinement, were inexpreſhbly 
aggravated when he recovered his liberty, and, 
inſtead of being permitted to weep forth his 
gratitude upon the boſom of his mother, he was 
ſentenced to be a perpetual exile from her pre- 
ſence. Sir Soloman, overwhelmed with grief 
and deſpondency at the unrelenting ſeverity of 
his mother, and the baſe treachery of his former 
companions, quitted the Kingdom, by permiſſion 
of his guardians, and wandered over the greateſt 
part of Europe till he arrived at age. He then 
returned to England; but his mother ſtill con- 
tinuing inexorable, he retired to the antient 
manor-houfe on his eſtate, in this neighbour- 
hood, where he has, for the moſt part, reſided 
ever ſince. The ſevere interdict, which ba- 
niſhed the fon from the mother, was never 
taken off till a few days before her death, which 
ſhe ſent for him to receive her pardon and her 
bleſſing. | Lo. 


The mode of life which Sir Solomon has led 


lance his receſs, his unhappy marriage, his ro- 
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mantic improvements in his park, pleaſure- 
cidents, I may probably have occaſion to en- 


large upon in future papers ; my preſent buſt- 


„ 
he is now. 


The Baronet is in the ſixty-eĩghth year of 
his age: in perſon very tall, and fo lender that 
he appears to be a man, like the moon at cer- 
tain times, only in the firſt quarter. His fore- 
head, noſe and chin are nearly of equal longi- 
tude, tho' his whole phiſiognomy is ſo narrow 
that they ſcarce have any latitude at all. There 
is ſomething peculiarly pictureſque in the ve- 
brows, beneath whoſe hoary umbrage his mild 
complexion, ſhed a ſoft and penſive luſtre over 
the furrows of his cheeks. — The crown of his 
head is bald, poliſhed like a mirror and en- 
circled with a thin chaplet of hair, perfectly 
-white and criſped like figured froſt on a pane 
of glaſs. Sir Solomon always appears in a 
grave dreſs of black velvet, of a moſt unfa- 
thienable cut, with very full ruffles at his hands 
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and boſom, an immenſe cocked bat, and dimi- 
nutive filver buckles barely "viſible on his long 
feet. Having been maimed in a duel, as already 
mentioned, he is indebted for half his ſupport 
" through the weld to a wooden crutch: and 
though he has leared more than half a century 
oa this timber friend, it has never once be- 
trayed his confidence nor given him the flip. 
The grateful. Baronet, in his turn, is moſt 
tenderly attached to this faithful. help- mate; 
which, having journeyed with him thus far 
through life, will, in due time, be rewarded 
fox its long ſervices by a comfortable place in 
the ſame tomb with its maſter. 


Such is he groteſque Ggure of my friend Six 
Solomon Sombre; nor is this ſingular form 


animated by a ſoul leſs eccentric. Thoſe" un- 


from time to time, have been aggravated by 
repeated diſappoiatments, are now ſo woven 
into his nature that what he voluntarily ac- 
qu. red he never has had power or courage to 
refign. His face in general wears an aſpect of 
myſterious ſolemnity; he ſhrinks from the 

C 3 ſociety 
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| Jociety of men, except that of a few choice 


. 


friends; and ſeems rather to haunt than to live 
and romantic: at certain periods there is an 
enthuſiaſm in his very look; he moves, he 
ſtands, he ſpeaks in a manner peculiar to him- 
ſelf: fairies, witches, genii are all familiar ſpirits 
with him: his converſation is in heaven among 
the ſtars; and his foul may be faid to reſide 
oftener and more in any one of the other 
planets than in that which his body inhabits. 
He is upon terms of the kindeſt intimacy with 


the moon; and, indeed, her lunar majeſty has 


become ſo enamoured of him that ſhe has taken - 
rules the Baronet's brain as regularly as ſhe go- 
verns the tide.—The fun is his prime-minifter, 
whom he conſults on every i t occa- 
Bon; 5 
he will never give his advice Except in fair 


weather. Sir Solomon loves the pleiades as 


tenderly as if they were his daughters; the 
faces of Orion and Bootes are more familiar to 
him than thoſe of his butler and poſtilion; the 
Bear, the Bull and all the monſters that people 


No. IV. THE WHISPERER. * 
the ſkies are as tame as lambs in his company: 
the fields of aether are more frequented by him 
than his park; and he oftener bowls in the 
chariot of imagination along the galaxy than 
upon his own coach-road. The truth is that 
Sir Solomon, for want of better employment 
in his ſolitude, and labouring under both phy- 
facal and metaphy ſical infirmities, has, for many 
years paſt, cultivated with the maſt painſul at- 
tention the ſtudy of occult philoſophy: and [ 
doubt not but my ſagacious friend is as pro- 
foundly {killed in all l myſterious ſciences 
as any of the right learned and right reverend 
aſtrologers, foothfayers, magicians, Chaldeans 
and dream-interpreters of the Court of Neba- 
chudnezzar, King of Babylon. But with all his 
chimerical opinions and hypochondriachal weak- 
neſſes, the Baronet poſſeſſes an exquiſite ſenſi - 
bility of ſoul, a tenderneſs of heart and an 
_ amiable, rhqggh whimſical, ſimplicity ef man- 
ners, that irreſiſtably win the affections of all 
who converie with him: indeed his friends 
ſcarcely know whether to admire or to pity 


The 
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| The next member of our critical Club is the 
Rev. Doctor Lapwing, Rector of the pariſh of 
N——, and the boſom friend and compa- 
nion of Sir Solomon. In perſon, humour and 
diſpoſition fey are the very antipodes of each 
other; dut there are not in nature two men, 
of ſimilar or contradictory tempers, more uni- 
formly and liggerely attached than this odd 
pair of friends. The Doctor is a little, briſk 
man; but unfortunately carries his ſhoulders ſo 
bigh that he has frequently the mort ific ation to 
hear himſelf ſalutedt“ my Lord!” behind his 
back. This very circumſtance has made him 
both a wit and a humourift ; and, as he gravely 
obſerved to me the other day, fo many jokes 
had been laid upon his back that he was com- 
pelled to turn wit in his own defence; and this 
he was very well enabled- to do by the ample 
ſtock of jefts which he always carried on his 
ſhoulders. To balance this burthen nature has 
graced him with an equal r ity of belly 
before, which, mounted on a pair of handſome 


legs, forms a very reſpeQable front view cf the 
n His face appears as broad and * 
almoſt as | right as the full moon; when he 
ſpeaks every muſcle is alive aud in action; 
= 
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when he ſmiles 2 ſunſhine of good humour 
beams over his whole countenance; ſweetneſs 
and ſeverity, fire and vivacity are happily 
mingled in his keen black eye, every glance 
of which ſeems to penetrate the breaſt and 
probe the heart of the perſon on whom he looks. 


The Doctor is a man of firong ſenſe and 
extenſive erudition: indeed he is a regular or 
an honorary member of almoſt every literary, 
philoſophical and agricultural ſociety in Europe 
and America: he often merrily obſerves that 
he can boaſt of as many titles as any monarch in 
the world, and familiarly writes his name thus 
Alexander Lapwing, A. B. C. &c.”- eby in- 
itſelf can ſupply the initials of his diplomatic 
dignities. The Doctor is particularly cleanly 
in his perſon and neat in his apparel: he is 
more anxiousabout the drefling of his perriwig 
than of his dinner, and conſults his glaſs ow 
= Sabbath-day at leaſt as often as his text. 


When I once rallie® him upon this kettle 
point of vanity, Oh!“ faid the Doctor, 
turning over the leaves of a Bible, © you ſee 
: I have 
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J have all the Scriptures at my finger ends ; but 
the characters of my face are like thoſe of a 


worn- out antique inſcription, the more I ſtudy 
them the more unintelligible they appear.” 


80 then,” faid I, * as ften as you peruſe 
your face you ſtill can make h ing of it 


« Nothing but a face !” quoth the Doctor, 
very emphatically ; and the proudeſt beauty 
in the land can make no more of her's; except, 
indeed, added he, lowering his voice, © the 
turn one of nature's originals into a picture. 


I will only obfftve, at preſent, that, face- 
tious as Doctor Lapwing is in converſation, he 
is a worthy and reſpeQable ſpiritual paſtor, and. 


never attempts to be witty in the pulpit. 
* pu ; 
4 
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— of rwe more of the Wihif- 
perer s Companions. 


Norns in rature is more diver- 
fified than the human character. The features 
and complexion of the mind, like thoſe of the 
face, vary in every p living. As men 
of the ſublimeſt genius and moſt cultivated 
talents are frequently deficient in the neceſſary 
knowledge of the moſt common concerns of 
life, ſo the rudeſt and moſt ignorant individuals 
of the ſpecies often excel in ſome trifling ac- 
tunity of fignalizing their Kill and diſplaying 
their ingenuity. When I was at ſchool, 1 
remember, the moſt impenetrable dunce among 
us all was the moſt expert ſwimmer ; he could 
climb a tree with the nimbleneſs of a ſquirrel, 
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and had a worderful knack at finding birds” 
_ neſts; while our firſt paragon of literature, who 
made mere mouthfulls of the dead and living 
languages, could never learn to whip a top 
or button his waiſtcoat ſtraight, Their for- 
tune in life has been no leſs diſtinguiſhed than 
their accompliſhments : the former, the fon of 
an alderman, hopped up from one twig of pre- 
ferm-nt to another, till now he has nearly ar- 
rived at the top of the tree; and though his 
gradual elevation has not much tended to di- 
miniſh the natural giddineſs of his brain, he is 
in a fair way of building his neſt as high as 
any court-rook in the neighbourhood of 
St. James's. THE latter has been on the 
road to a biſhoprick theſe five and twenty 
years, but he moves along with fuch epiſcopal 
folemnity towards it that he has never yet been 
able to advance beyond a curacy; and, unleſs 
he mend toth his pace and his manners, I am 
of opinion that he will be ſummoned to attend 
a certain funereal proceſſion before he reach the 


gates of the vicarage in the next pariſh. 


Nature 
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Nature ſeems to have humbled her eldeſt 
and her favourite ſons with failings, and en» 
heaven with a ſpan of imagination ought not 
to be lifted up in his own conceit, leſt, upon 
examination, it ſhould be found that he cannot 
carve a chicken: and you, my honeſt friend, 
who are a ſtranger to every letter in the alpha» 
bet, be not dejeQted, for you. can, perhaps, 
make a mouſetrap! Every man's pecularities 
are the charaQteriſtics whereby he is individually 
_ diſtinguiſhed from all others of the ſpecies ; 
and he who has no peculiarities can have no 
Character : nature intended every man to make 
a figure in the world, though her rival art, I 
fear, has converted man into cyphers. But I 
check the impatience of my pen, leſt it ſhould 
overrun this whole eſſay withqut dropping a 
fyllable on the ſubject for which I aſſumed it. 
Many perſons, I know, will be inclined to laugh 

| D at 
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at the pictures J have already drawn of my 
wing; and I doubt not but the other worthy 
members of our club, whom I ſhall recom- 
mend to the public in this paper, will be 
equally honoured with their ſarcaſms: but I 
ſhould begin at home, and till a man has laughed 
Armities of his neighbour ought to be held ſacred. 


Mr. Jonathan Starlight is one of the moſt 
There is nothing remarkable in the external 
appearance of this gentleman, except a large 
ing to Doctor Lapwing, is one of the inſignia 
whereby the nobility of nature are honourably 
diſtinguiſhed from the vulgar of mankind, in 
the ſame manner as a duke is known by his 
coronet and a knight by his ſtar and garter. 
Not having room, at preſent, to expatiate upon 
Muſtrious philoſopher, I ſhall only mention a 
few of his fugitive opinions as ſamples of the 
reſt : 
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reſt: ſincerely hoping that no man will have 
the hardihood to deny the truth of any thing 
which he cannot poſitively prove to be falſe. 


Jonathan believes in the omaipotence of truth 
and the perfectability of human nature. Ac- 
cording to this plcafing and romantic ſyſtem 
an age will arrive, when man fhall no longer 

wander in error or ſtray in uncertainty; when 
| his faculties will be fo enlarged, and his foul fo 
expanded, that he can comprehend all the te- 
crets of nature and dive into all the mytterics of 
art. By his skill in payſic and chymitry he 
will be enabled to render his body immortal 
and renew his youth as regularly as it wears 
away; while his mind tempered with philoſopuy 

his memory fed with inexhauftible know- 
ledge ſhall progreſſively improve and never be 
impaired. All the world will become one 
nation and all mankind one family: all Laws and 
government will be aboliſhed, for all men will 
be virtuous, wiſe and happy : churches will be 
converted into dwellings, for every man will 
worſhip God in the temple of his own heart. 
By the diſcovery of a perpetual mobile me- 
chanics will be carried to perfection: fo that 
the 
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his own parlour, while, at 2 motion of his 
hand or foot, his plough and harrow ſhall 
in the moſt expeditious manner : the ſcythe, the 
telf-moving waggon ſhall bring home without 
horſes. By means of balloons ſwelled with a 
fluid, not yet difcovered, infinitely more ſubtle 
than that which, according to ſome philoſophers, 
fills all ſpace, and, by its myſterious undula- 
compoſing the univerſe, communication will 
poſts and flages eſtabliſhed between all the 
worlds in the creation. But nothing in our 
philoſopher's whole ſcheme pleaſes me more 
ſcope and telegraphe : for he contends that ſuch 
a flood of light will be poured upon the ſcience 
of optics, and the eyes of men in that happy age 
will be ſo miraculouſly illuminated that two 
friends, with each a perſpeCtive glaſs and a pocket 
telegraphe, may converſe together from one end 
of the univerſe to the other as familiarly as if 
they 
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they were ſeated together by the fire-fide.—- 
Extravagant as theſe opinions may appear to 
this unbelieving age, our philoſopher ſupports 
them with admirable eloquence, skill and in- 
genuity ; nor can all the raillery of Doctor Lap- 
wing himſelf ſhake my friend's faith in his own 
| ſyſtem. The reader will be leſs ſurpriſed at this 
gentleman's eccentricities, when I inform him 
that Jonathan is not only a philoſopher but a 


Captain O'Shannon, another member of our 


club, has been caſt in a different mould. He is 


a venerable ſuperannuated officer, worn down 
to the very bone in the ſervice of his country; 
having loſt an ear in the Weſt Indies, an eye 
on the coaſt of Coromaridel, depoſited an arm 
in Germany and buried a leg in North America: 
and he has been otherwiſe fo roughly handled . 
in the wars that he is at this day little more 
than half of himfelf. He is a native of Ireland; 
and was originally found, like Moſes, fleeping 
in a basket among the bullruſhes on the banks 
of the Shannon, from which river he takes his 
name: indeed, I have heard him fay, in the 
bold figurative language of his country, that he 

D 3 | believes 
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believes he was never born at all, at all ; for 
their hearts to expoſe, in ſo cruel a manner, a. 
poor innocent babe, who had never done them 
any harm in its lit. He was adopted by the 
gentleman on whoſe eſtate he firſt landed in this 
world, and educated at his expence with his 
own ſon. Honeſt Patrick was an hero from. 
his cradle, and the earlieſt incident of his chil-. 
dhood that he can recolle&, is, that. he ran. 
away from his kind foſterparent to follow a 
recruiting party of ſoldiers, by whom he was 


money was regularly expended: on ſwords and 
guns, both of wood and gingerbread: and he 
once exchanged his whole library, confiſting of 
2 gilt primer, ſpelling book and teſtament for 
a fixpenny drum; but his tutor thinking he 
bad made an hard bargain, preſented him with 
an handſome horſe whipping to make him 
amends for it. His patron purchaſed a pair 
of colours for him as ſoon as he could carry 


them; but dying ſoon after he left Patrick 


a conſiderable legacy, . 


i 
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hero bought a captain's commiſſion, and diſ- 
tinguiſhed himſelf in feveral battles on the 
continent while a very young man. After hav- 
ing ſhed his blood in every quarter of the 
globe, he is now retired .upon a penſion to 
ſpend the remainder of his life in telling the 
ſtory of the paſt: indeed, he is a moſt enter- 
taining companion; for, though bending be- 
neath a load of years and infirmities, and one 
half of him already in the grave, he can, to this 
day, ftorm cities, carry entrenchments, rout 
armies and toil through all the fatigues of a 
campaign, in his elbow chair, with as much 
ſpirit and fire as formerly animated him in 
the field of battle itſelf.— He is a brave, blunt, 


_ generous old ſoldier; and though nurſed in the 
 fchool of blood, no human breaſt encloſes a 


more benevolent heart: he is univerfally be- 


In ſome future paper I may probably intro- 
duce the names and characters of the other 
ingenious gentlemen who form the little circle 
of my friends. 

Q 
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Thurſday, July 2, 1795. 


A domeſtic Pidure, ſacred to the Ladies 


— 


by Y ov have whiſpered five times, 
Mr. Silvertongue! writes a fair correſpon- 
dent, and never yet addreſſed a ſyllable to 
the ladies: did you never whiſper ſoft things 
in a lady's ear?” 


This . gentle - reproof made me bluſh in my 
cloſet, 3s I peruſed Lavinia's letter ; and the fly 
inſinuat ion, conveyed in her queſtion, redoubles 
my confuſion... The tendereſt ſtrings of my 


chords of the Æolian lyre, when bruſhed by the 
light pinions of the evening breeze. A pen- 


five train of fluttering ſenſations. ſucceeded, 
I remembered the days of my youth; I re- 
membered the ſeaſon of. love: I wept at the 
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recollectĩon of paſt pleaſures; I wept becauſe 
thoſe pleaſures will never return. Dear de- 
parted hours ! too happy long to laſt ; too 
delightful ever to be forgotten | All nature 
ſmiled, for I was willing to be pleaſed : every 
grove melted with muſic, for my foul was 
tuned to harmony : the fountains flowed with 
nectar, the flowers breathed incenſe, and every 
breeze whiſpered of love. As the boy purſues 
the rainbow over the meadows, fo does my fond = 
F 
eee 
— 


—— Huſh !—another Gable might betray 
the ſecret which has been locked up in my 
never be entruſted elle where till I deſcend with 
it into the tomb, that faithful repoſitory, where 
| the deep ſecrets of all hearts repoſe in eternal 
filence with the aſhes of their owners. 


Lavinia's letter, however, afforded me luch 


2 favourite theme for pleaſing ſpeculation, 


that J immediately took up my pen, and 
might probably have produced a very amuſing 


paper for the ladies; but I was ſuddenly in- 
terrupted by the following note from Doctor 
Lapwing, with whom 1 had engaged te. 


* 


DEAR GAEIIEL, 


MY vine and oLtivE-ZRANCHEsS, ſeated round 


you are nut too piouſly employed in <whi/pering 
diate attendance at the parſonage. Come, for all. 
things are ready. 


Your's üncerely, 


ALEX. LAPWING. 


I rofe inſtantly and, putting myſelf in the 
beſt humour I could, went to my friend's houſe. 
The Doctor reſides in a warm ſubſtantial man- 
 fioa, whoſe hoary walls are ſo Juxuriantly 
cloathed with vines and ivy, that you can 
ſcarce diſtinguiſh a ſtone through the green 
foliage. The Doctor, therefore, c 


oinpares his 
houſe. 
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houſe to his head, each requiring a wig to cover 
its baldneſs and add to its dignity. Before the 
door is a ſmooth-thaven graſs- plat, with gravel | 
walks, and below a well-trimmed gaiden : 

behind, the houſe is ſheltered by an extenſive 
orchard; on the eaſt fide is a flouriſhing ſhrub- 
bery of evergreens, and on the weſt lies the 
church-yard ; which, as uſual, is by far the 


village. 


When ] entered the Doctor's parlour I found, 
beſide his own family, conſiſting of his wife, 
two daughters and a ſon about ten years of 
age, my friends Sir Solomon Sombre, Mr. 
Jonathan Starlight, Captain O'Shannon and 
Valentine Vowell, Eſq. a young barrifter of 
ſprightly talents, nimble tongue, and con- 
fiderable legal importance in his- looks, who is 
alſo a member of our club. Doctor Lapwing 
roſe, and leading me to a chair, Sit down, 
Mr. Whiſperer “ faid he, „ you have an 


I we file: the lies failed and Crgtain 


I love to ſee ladies at a tea table; for I think 
whea. they are employed in thoſe pretty. do- 
meſtic offices, which, though trivial in them- 
ſelves, aſſume a certain conſequence in the 


hands of the fair. The elegant equipage of | 


the tea table, the gl ttering china, eſtimable 
even. for its brittleneſs, frail emblem of beauty 
the aromatic flavour of this favourite beverage, 
tion of a felet groupe of female friends, all 
canſpire to render a feat at the tea table more 
defigable, in my opinion, than even a feat at his 
Majeſty's privy council ta le. 

My fair readers, I know, will be anxious 


6 e - 


ſtill retains all that ineffable ſweetneſs, which 


accompliſhments of the Doctor's ſpouſt and 
her two daughters: I wiſh it were in my 
power, by any colouring of deſcription, to do 
complete juſtice to theſe amiable ladies, and 
render them as agreeable in the eyes of my fair 
friends as they appear to myſelf. 


Mrs. Lapwing, though turned on the vene= 
rable fide of forty, is ſtill a fine woman; ſhe 
is a beauty on the wane, whoſe declining 
luſtre glows, indeed, with leſs brilliancy, yet 


charmed her admirers in the morning of youth. 
She has, notwithſtanding, ſo much of the mo- 
ther in her look that you cannot for a moment 
think of her in any other character. She is 
juſt the reverſe of thoſe communicative ramblers 
of her ſex, who are never ſo little at home as 
when they are at home; her happy family circle 
is the ſphere in which ſhe moves with peculiar 
complacency : her children are her jewels, and 
her domeftic œconomy is her delight. All 
the rooms in her houſe are fo neatly furniſhed, 
ſo clean and fo comſorta le, that I always 
fancy Il brexhe a purer air under her roof than 
in any other houſe which I am accuſtomed 

E to 


to vit. I muſt here give Doctor Lapwing 
alſo his due, for he is a moſt indulgent hus- 
band, and truly deferving of fo tender and 
99 


An Geir nd de is now in 
her nineteenth year: ſhe is a tall and elegant 
figure, with a countenance like her mother's, 
full of ſweetneſs and intelligence. Annabella 
dreſſes with exquiſite taſte; ſhe is the queen of 
the faſhion in our pariſh; all the modes and 
colours of ribbands, ſilks, laces, ruffles, with 
the whole world of female ornaments, are go- 
verned by her ſovereign choice : and there are 
few young ladies in our neighbourhood who 
do not envy the gloſſy brown treſſes of her 
hair, which ſhe ſuffers to flow in beautiful - 
dances with inimitable grace, ſings charmingly, 
forte and guittar. Counſellor Vowell ſwears 
the is an angel; but Annabella fays ſhe will 
not believe him. My ſweet Annabella,” 
faid the Barriſter yeſterday morning to her, 
« if you will neither take my word nor my 
oath, take my hand!” Annabella bluſhed an 
; | anſwer ; 
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anſwer ; and the briſk young Lawyer has car- 
ried his head as high as any married man ever 
fince.. 


Charlotte, her ſiſter, is about two years 
younger, Though ſhe does not appear at firſt 
view ſo captivating a figure as Annabella, yet 
I never in my life met with a more intereſting 
little creature. With a diminutive perſon, 
but very pretty features, ſhe poſſeſſes all the 
vivacity of her father, and all the modeſty of 

affections of all her companions, and has the 
body's favour. All the pariſh admire Anna- 


fo curious and important a nature that—I ſhall 
give it in my next paper. 
V. 
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wing, after a long pauſe during which we had 
drank a diſh of tea round, © Silence is fuch a 
phenomenon in our family, that I cannot con - 
ceive the meaning of it at preſent. 


* Can any thing be meant where nothing is 
faid ?” cried the young Barriſter with great 


vivacitye 


« Yes, truly? retorted the Doctor with a 
moſt ſignificant glance, © for where a great deal 


is ſaid, there is ſeldom any meaning in it.” | 
| The mercury in the Counſello's face fell 
ten. degrees, and his whole animal ſpirits un- 


derwent 
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derwent ſuch a fermentation, that I thought 


all the blood in his body appeared boiling in 
his cheeks. 


by Captain O*Shannon, who could not forbear 
exclaiming * By Jaſus, I never heard ſuch a fi 
lence in my life!“ 


c Captain l ſaid Doctor Lapwing, © my wife 
and daughters have ſent their tongues a viſiting, 
ſitors with the more fulemnity and reſpect. 


« My Dear!” cried Mrs. Lapwing, you 
„know we love rather to hear than to ſpeak.” 


Right!“ rejoined the Doctor, = Lala 


ſo fond of hearing, that they talk cxcmally enly 
ws Jy os.” 


« Papa ! faid Annabelta, who could not for- 
bear ſympathiſing with the uneaſy ſenſations of 
Counſellor Vowell . you are always ſo ſevere, : 


one can neither ſpeak nor hold one's | 
gue, 
but you find fault.” * 


« Jt © 
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* It would he ſurpriſing indeed, Nancy“ re- 
plied her father, * if 1 found a fault and you 
did not find an excuſe for it.” 


* That's a proof, Papa, that we never 
do any thing inexcuſcable,” cried little Charlotte 


table: the merry Doctor himſelf, charmed with 
the ſprightly repartee, looked with tender tranſ- 
port on his daughter, and exclaimed, with en- 
thuſiaſtie emphaſis, © Charlotte! you are a ſweet 
girl: but believe me, child, your wit, at leaſt, 
is inexcufable !'? 


The young lady coloured very deeply, and, as 
the hid herlovely face behind her fan, whiſpered, 


cauſe of wit in my father's company.” 


juſt audibly, · One muſt either be a wit or the 


Wen, Mr. Silyertongue,” faid Doctor Lap- 
ing the topic of converſation, © you have whif- | 
„ of late: 2 

9 


it would require all the learning of the Egyp- 
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Sir, do you know the meaning of the word Scan- 
dal ?* 


Doctor Lapwing cannot aſk that queſtion for 
the ſake of information : otherwiſe he would 
have put it to his di tionary rather than to his 
friend! 


& Pray, Sir, do you know the meaning of the 
word Scandal? | 


I beſeech you to explain yourſelf, Doctor 
furely you do not ſuppoſe I have been whiſper- 


ing ſcandal.” 


«© *Tis a ſtrong prefumption of guilt when a 
culprit pleads ** Not Guilty“ before he is ar- 


raigned.“ 


« You ſpeak in hieroglyphics, Doctor! and 


tians to underſtand you.” 

% None are fo dull as thoſe who will not 
comprehend. Look round the table, ir! Do 
you know theſe gentlemen? This antient 

per ſonage 
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perſonage is Sir Solomon Sombre, a Baronet 
of his Majeſty's kingdom of Great Britain; he 
is a meck, good natured man, who would not 
hurt 2 gnat: this grave mortal is Mr. Jona- 
than Starlight, a. phil - opher, equally diſtin- 
guiſhed for th: ſublimity of his brain aad the 
profundity of his heart; he intends to live for 
ever, that is, as long as he can: that honeſt 
man in ruins, on your left hand, is the wreck 
of Captain O' Shannon: and here, in this elbow 
chair, fits the body of Alexander. Lapwing, 
par ſon of this pariſh! Do you recollect theſe 
names, theſe faces, theſe perſons 


« PerfeQly well, Doctor, they are all my 
boſom friends Y 


« So they were, but zow you have wbo- 
famed them to all the world!“ 


* In a whiſper!” 


« Yer, Sir, ſeandal is circulated by whiſ- 
periag: and whiſpering begets talking, and 
hard words, and hard words beget hard knocks, 

-Y 
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and hard knocks beget the waole family of bro- 
ken heads, black eyes aud bloody notes. Thus 
wags the world!“ 


« [ hope I have faid nothing but the truth!“ 


% Truth! aye, Sir, that's the miſchief on't ! 
they are the molt true. 


c Arrah, my jewel! and fo they are, Mr. 
Silvertongue l cried Captain O' Shannon: 1 
ſwear and declare, upon the auth of a foldier and 
the honour of a gentleman, when I faw myſelf 
in print, though you had pictured me to a hair, 
half man and half timber! I did not know 
whether I was myſelf or a ſcarecrow : but,” 
continued he, marſhalling all the fucrows of his 
face into one tremendous frown, © there has been 
a day when Captain O'zhannon would have 
made the moon thine through the ſoul and body 
of the man who dared to expoſe him in print ! 
Print! By the ghoſt of my grandmother | St. 
Patrick reſt her blefſed bones! if you was not 
Matter Silvertongue, and if you was not as ſhort- 
lighted as a beetle, and if you was not as lame 

ot 


No. vn. 
of the gout as a ſucking duck without either 
father or mother, you ſhould foon fee what this 
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honey, feel ye nr 


ſhook it with ſuch herculean cordiality, that, 
when he quitted his hold, it fell as powerleſs up- 
on my kree as if it had been ſtunned by touch- 
* 


oc: by the faith of O'Shannon I would 


I irunk from the weight of this additional 
C 


into my eyes. 


Really, Captain! you have ſhaken the 
Whiſperer till he is ready to roar l“ cried Doctor 
Lapwing. 


withered arm is till capable of performing. Here, 


goats on the mountains of Mourn !“ exclaimed 


* Mariy,- 
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« Marry, Doctor! and he'll ne'er bethe better 
for it,” anſwered O Shannon. 


& You ought not to have been angry, Cap- 
tain! I think Mr. Silvertongue has done you 
complete juſtice in his delineation of your cha- 


e Death and judgment ! Sir Solomon! hark, 
Sir! if Maſter Silvertongue—there he fits had 
faid only a million times as much of me as he 
| has done of you, his gooſe quill might have 
whiſtled to ſave its maſter's bacon from the jaws 
of his ſword?” Thus thundered the Captain, 


1 ſuddenly drawing and brandiſhing his flaming 


of the ladies. Mrs. Lapwing and Annabella 
flew out of the room, ſhrieking: while the 
magnanimous Counſellor and Philoſopher both 
leaped as nimbly as two cats upon a large dining 
table, and ſtood there trembling, each holding 
a chair with both his hands as a defenſive wea- 
upon. their perſons. Doctor Lapwing and 1 
| | removed 


6s THE WHISPERER. No. VII. 
removed our chairs to a convenient diſtance, 


and indulged our laughter very freely: but Sir 


Solomon Sombre remained perfectly ſerene and 

compoſed. Charlotte, however, who ſat by the 

Captain, arreſted his impetuous arm with both 

her hands, and O' Shannon, in a moment, melted 
from a tyger into a lamb. 


©: Give me that pretty, littering plaything x 
faid the amiable girl with a moſt bewitching 
ſmile. | 


c And what would my lit le 'ewel do with 
it?” faid the Capta n. uhile his grim features 
ſettled into a look fell of tendernef;. 


„ Pl give it to m baher FPenjamin: it 
will make f. ch a fine ho- y hore for him!“ 
anſwered Charlotte. 


* Char ing innece e! rety ned the Cap- 
tain, „this ſword as cen my hobby horte ever 
ſince | was ot your a e. Charlotte ind a mie 
chievous one i i: W y. ii hen am ere to 


take a fingle ride upon it acrot. he parlour it 


would 
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} would lice him in two, as you might cut an 


apple.” 


« [ thought as much,” rejoined Charlotte, 


with an arch fimper; but how could Cap- 
tain O'Shannon bring ſuch a naughty hobby 


horſe here to play his vicious pranks among us, 


The duſky viſage of the 'hoary veteran was 
ſuddenly ſuffuſed with an ardent bluſh: he 


was abaſhed, he was filent ; and his vindictive 


ſword ſneak:d back into its ſcabbard again. 


When harmony was again eſtabliſhed at the 
table, and Mrs. Lapwing, Annabella, Coun- 
ſellor Vowell and Philoſopher Starlight bad re- 
ſumed their ſeats, the Doctor asked me whe- 
ther, when I aſſumed the character of Whif- 
perer General, I had fot taken an oath of alle- 
giance to the ladies. 


« Moſt cfftainly, Doctor lo I anſwered; 
I am fo determined an enemy to Salique laws 
that I have reſolved to aſſert the ſovereignty 
of the ſex, the ſupremacy of beauty, and the 
FD infallibility 


« Fie, Mr. Silvertongue !” exclaimed Char- 1 


1otte, . and can you condeſcend to flatter ?” 


No, Charlotte; but I will ſpeak pf you as 
you are: praiſe you when I can, cenſure when F 
I cannot help: regulate your pleaſures, ſmile | 
at your foibles and admire your accompliſh | 


ments. Such ſhall be occafionally the pleaſing 
— "a. 
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not feel bet inchned at preſent to comme. 


nicate the burthen of our diſcourſe. 
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9 24 Ramble, 


| F walked out into the fields to enjoy the coe 
delight that breathes - over- the world in d 


if + above the horizon, ſhot his level rays alorig the 
brightening landſcape and tipe theyſhadowy ville 
with golden light : while the dub miſts, float® 
| ing down the vallies, glittered with his beams, 
and the warm bluſhes of morning, that crim- 


| way in the ſplendor of his ſmiles. The 
| A 
| . the groin. 
I. ing from the filence- of night, and burſting in 
F 2 _ univerſal 
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univerſal ſong ; all conſpiredto felt my boſom 


and elevate my mind. My foul roſe upon the 
glad wings of the lark, and bore its grateful 
orifons to the 
with the it looked down from its ſub- 
lime elevation upon the world below 


The proſpect was magnificent. A Rnge of 
majeſtic mountains, on the one hand, roſe to 


ed with foreſts, waving in all the green luxu- 
Hance of foliage : at their feet, repofing in the 
ſhade and watered by a river, lay a fertile valley 
C —p 


rill | loſt itself in the clear blue y. On the 
ſcene of culture and population: the face of 


the land was varied with gentle hills, hamlets 


ing among gardens, and churches emboſomed 
il trees; while far away towards the north eaſt 
lay, wrapt in fleep and vapours, the town of 
— dimly diſcovered, like a flaw in the 
landſcape, by the pinnacles of its ſteeples glit- 
tering in the light. In the country Induſtry 


* 


of heaven : then mingling 
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were ſhaki 
ing off their lumbers and beginni 
ing 
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as juſt openi i | Labour 
ng his heavy eyes, 5 
wly from his 28 
: the cattle 


„ while flocks, 
P ing m tumultuous tranſ = 

ighbouring folds, whitened 4 23 
the vallies, 

and 


chequeted the green 
| commons. 


3 with the beauty animation 
e my heart . N 
forbear, apart. Ay; — 4 


_ quizing with myſelf thus. 
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e NNE IS 
r 
fide with a thouſand 
captivating 


as this 
paradiſe formed to be the ha- 


bitation 
of angels, or the prifon of miſerable 


© beings? 
W 
here. now are the cares that 
tor- 


ment, the 
vexations 
that harraß, and 
F 3 * 


intolerable? Do thy flumder like wild beaſts, 
in the dens of the foreſts? Are they hidden, | 
mountains? Or, ſnake like, do they lurk among 
the flowers of the field? I fee them not, 
though mine eye ſweeps with a glance over 
heaven and earth : I feel them not, though, at 
this moment, my. foul is exquiſitely alive to. | 
every tender ſenſation! Where, then, do they 


Ia the heart of man 


Yes! he is the father of his. own calami- 

Jes: all the pangs that be fecls, all the fuffer- 
ings he endures, all the evils that diftreſs him, 
are the ofepring of his follies or tlie children of 
| his vices! His boſom is the dark contagious 
neft, where this generation of vipers breeds; he 
his vitals! God created the world fair and 
| but man has rebelled againfi his maker; he ha 
converted his blefings into curſes, kis beauty# 
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into deformity, his happineſs into puniſhment -- | 


and yet he preſumes to arraign the juſtice of 
his Creator; he taxes Omnipotence with 
weakneſs, Omniſcience with ignorance; he 
eternal Providence with neglet! Gop has. 
ſpread his table for the whole univerſe, and 
invited all nature to fit down and partake of the 
feaſt, which his bounty has prepared. Man 


tented from the board, to feed upon vanity, 


and riot on his luſts : he only, of all the fami-. 


lies that people the world, is miſerable, though . 
inveſted by his maker with * 
- the reſt?” 


Numinating in this manner I arrived unex-- 
pectedly at the door of a cottage. It was 
prettily ſituated on the fkirt of a wide moor, 
overgrown with purple heath and yellow broom: 
behind it were the fields I have: paſſed through: 
on one fide was a garden, where weeds and 
herbs and flowers grew together in gaily wild 
confuſion ; before it was a green deſcent, on 


A which ſome geeſe with their families were 


* 


buſily 
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buſily feeding; the common reſounded with 
the bleating of ſheep, and the neighbouring, 
hedges melted with the muſic of birds. The 
cottage was neatly built of ſtone; the front 
mantled with honeyſuckles and wild roſe trees 
in full bloom, breathing the moſt delicious 
fragrance ;. the thached roof was quite covered 
with deep- green moſs. There was ſuch a ro- 
mantic air of arcadian fimplicity and rural 
beauty about the place, that I was ſtruck with 
pleaſing ſurprize the moment my eye —ꝙ 
the ſcene. 


+ Surely (faid I, pauſing to take a full view 
of the cottage) this is the abode of content- 
ment |— Here dwell innocence and —_ 
neſs.” 


« A tear of tranſport ftartled my eye and 
dimmed the proſpect. My feelings were wound 
up to the pitch of enthuſiaſm. I felt an 
wreſiſtable emoticn to enter it. I heſitated a 
moment — locked round — twas heaven on 
earth !— With trembling, haſty hand I opened 
the door back I recoiled, ſmit with unut- 

terable 
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' terable horror !—I ſtood petrified in ſtiff 
_ amazement, one foot within the threſhold, 
vidence | oh! what a ſpectacle! | 


| 


Rrawen! gentle reacer ! if chou 
haſt an eye to weep, or an heart to feel, pauſe 


Stretched upon a miſerable firaw mattraſs, 
in all the lingering agonies of a flow conſuming. 
fever, lay the maſter of the houſe, covered 
only with the tattered remnants- of cloathes 
ing upon the floor, and bending over him, in 
an attitude expreſſive of the moſt anxious ten- 
derneſs and unutterable affliction, his weeping. 
wife, the partner of his ſorrows, the mother of 
his children, reached forth her breaſt to his 


Hebie lips. My heart felt as if it were burſt- 
ing within me, when I bekeld the fick huf- 
band eagerly, yet painfully, drawing a ſcanty 
_ Cupply of nutrition from that exhauſted foun- 
lay a corpſe at.the feet of its unfortunate father. 
A mournful, melancholy groupe of ſmall chil- 
images of rhe moſt extreme wretchedneſs and 
dejection. The ſtillneſs of death reigned thro? 


| the cottage: I ſeemed to ſtand at the mouth of 


2 tomb rather than in the door of an habitation 
of the living. The walls were naked, the 


® room was utterly deſtitute of furniture, the 


ſhelves were empty, the hearth was cold. Po- 
verty and famine, relentleſs fiſter - frends! had 
ed afraid to ſhine on ſo much wretchedneſs, 


and looked rather like darkneſs, turned pale with 


horror, than light. 


I ſtood ſome time contemplating this diſmal 
dds. 
who 
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who were too deeply intereſted in the fate of the 
father of it to obſerve the opening of the door. 
Ar length one of the children turning round 
beheld me, and ſcreamed out, as if it had ſeen 
a ſpectre in the dark: whereupon the mother, 
exceedingly alarmed, turned towards me a pale 
and piteous face, from whoſe ſunk and languid 


| eyes a few ſolitary tears ſtrayed down her me» Do 
| lancholy cheeks. 
] 


My foul fainted at the fight; I ſtaggered to 
with ſenſations of forrow ani fympathy. The |} 
Poor woman roſe in trembling confternation : 
the threw a glance of frantic ſolicitude upon } 


* huſband, then upon her chiklren, who f 


language of her fighs, and the whole pathos of 
her emotions pleaded her cauſe with ſuch jrre- 
Giſtable energy to my heart, that my hand ſpon- 
taneouſly ran into my pocket, I felt for my 
| | purſe—it was not at home: I would have given 
a world for a guinea a: chat maneat! 


Still 


2 


vin the moſt difireſing looks, with innumer- 


Still ſhe opened not her lips; till a deep 
ſucceſſion of groans, heaved from the breaking 
heart of her husband, made her ſtart and wildly 
exclaim with agonizing emphaſis, © God Al- 
mighty fave us 


| = He will fave you—he has fel you!” I 
| cried, ſcarcely knowing what I ſaĩd 


7 with pale aſtoniſhment, © Are you an angel“ 
and implored me, in the tendereſt accents, 


able tears to depart from her miſerable cot- 
tage. Let us periſh alone?” ſhe exclaimed, 
ſtarting upon her feet again. Let us periſh 
alone l“ he - repeated, ſhivering with con- 
| vulfive paſſion. O] let us periſh alone! 
me cried a third time, ruſhing into the dying 
| arms of her husband: the children redoubled 
|F their ſhricks, and made the cottage ring with 


G A 
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8 4 cold horror ran tingling through my 

2 I was rivetted to the ſpot; in vain I 
. to weep; I felt as 
if I were crumbling into native duſt! By de- 
ings of the mother ſunk into dead fillnefs: | 
the filence ſeemed portentous! Rouſing my- 
ſelf from the gloomy torpor which had hitherto 
oppreſſed me, I ſtole to the place, where, on 
His eyes were retired into his head, his whole 
— cacd -die I 
and alone the feat of pain. 


" re „ 
» *%. + 
o 4 Fe. 


He trembled exceedingly when 1 looked down 
upon him; and, for a moment, the blood 
fluſhed his pale cheeks with conſcious crim- 
ſon. „ Ah!“ ſaid he, in a ſinking whiſper, 
ſearce audible for the voice of death rattling 
hoarſely in his throat, I cannot die and 
leave you forſaken of all the world, my wiſe, 
my c—_ 


7 


« No, 1 


No, don't die, daddy; pray dou't die and 
leave us!” cried one of the poor little inno- 
cents. The mother ſnatched up the child in 
her arms, and kiffing it with frantic emotion, 
exclaimed, -** No, my ſweet Billy, he ſhall 
not die and leave us—we will go with him: 


one cottage has contained us Og TOY 


will bold ne Sad 


„ Yes, mother,” replied the lifpe, we'll all 
go to heaven together: we'll follow my little 
iter there (pointing to the corpſe of the dead 
child.) Sally's gone to a happy place; fee, Þ 
mother, how the ſmiles though the's dead: 
poor little Sally!“ Here the amiable child 


burſt into a paſſion of crying. 


turning round to go to an apothecary, who is 
my friend, and lives about a mile from the cot- 
tage, when the cold damp hand of the fick man 
eaught hold of mine, 1 ſhuddered and turned 
towards him. He lifted his languid eyes upon 
me with an expreſſion of unutterable aliQtion, 
which glanced through my heart like an arrow 
of fire. A big tear fell from my eye and 

B 2 | trembled 


26 THE WHISPERER. Vo. IX. 
trembled on his hand: he looked upon it, and 
I could perceive his fallow countenance brighten 
at the fight. © I am dying,” ſaid he at length; 
es theſe are my children, they will ſfoon—be 
orphans, ——herce' is my wife, ſhe will ſoon 
be a widow !—— Almighty Providence — 
ſave — bleſs them |” 


Var children ſhall not want a father, 
nor your wife a protector, I cried; but, 
chear up my friend, you have many happy 
days to live.” 


+ "8 No,” faid the fainting ſufferer, c I have 
amends—for all ;——my family, I leave you 
you have found a friend Heaven, which 
takes me away from you—gives you him in— 
my place. I—am happy. 


As he faultered theſe words in broken, inter- 
rupted accents, a lambent flaſh of joy kindled 
up his eyes and glanced over his countenance. 
It was a momentary blaze, like lightning at 
midnight that breaks through the gloom and 
inſtantaneouſly vaniſhes into darkneſs. He 
ſurk, 
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ſunk, he ſighed, his lips moved, his cheeks 
were convulled, he groaned, his laſt look linger- 
ed upon his wife, his eyes broke in bleſſing his 
children—he expired ! 


Forbear, my trembling pen, forbear to trace 
the bitter ſcene that followed: let the ſolitary 
widow, ſoftening her hard, cold pillow with 
tears, imagine the agony of the wife: let the 
defolate orphan, following the aſhes of his 
veuerated faiher to their eternal home, con- 
ceive the deſpair of the children: and oh! 
wherever the pulſe of humanity beats, where- 
ever the throes of compaſhor: are felt, let a fight 
riſe, let a tear drop to the memory of this un- 
fortunate cottager !. 


At ſome future opportunity I will give his. 


2 


No. X. 


No. X. 
Thurſday, July 30, 1795. 


& This is the way to kill @ IVife with kindneſs.” 


"Tas following letter from a fair 
correſpondent will occupy the chief part of 
this Whiſper, agreeable to the wiſhes of Mrs. 
Quackett, whoſe good opinion I ſhould not, 
in the leaſt degree, merit, if 1 did not feel the 
moſt lively ſympathy for her fingutar ſitua- 
tion; I fay © ſingular,” for her's appears to be 

a new ſpecies of diſtreſs, and though, I muſt 
confeſs, 1 have not very ſanguine hopes of 
curing her husband of his preſcribing mania, 
yet, agreeable to her wiſhes—for obedience to 
the commands of the lalies has been, from 
time immemorial, an inherent quality in the 
family of the Silvertongues, I ſhall, in her 


xn 


4 
£ 
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own words, © whiſper” her forrows to the | 


«® 


world, and, at the ſame time, afford Mr. 
Quackett an opportunity of ſeeing his own. | 
character in the hands of the + Whitperer® 


as well as thoſe of his neighbours. 


% Dear Mr. Sildertangue, 


« YOU cannot think liow happy 1 was 
when, upon taking up the Inis, I found 
you had engaged part of that paper to exhibit 
your opinions in the form of effays: now, 
thinks I to myſelf, I ſhall have an opportunity 
of making my tor menter attend to my com- 


plaints; for I think I can perſuade Mr. Su ver- 


tongue to let me have a little room to whiſper 
my ſufferings to the world, and conſequently 
to the ears of: Mr. Quackett, in company with 
matter of more import to the great body of 
mankind, though not to myſelf. You muſt 
not refuſe my requeſt, my dear Whiſperer —I1 
ſhall be miſerable if you do: but I. will not 
anticipate evil—l have plenty in poſſeſſion.— 

You will comply with my. wiſhes: Mr. 
Quackett will, of couſe, read my artleſs com- 


plaints—ſee his own character, and be con- 
vinced of the extent of my ſufferings. 


I muſt firſt inform you that I have been 
married about two years, and that Mr. Quac-- 


kett's character, previous to our connection, 


was that of a moſt humane, ſenſible, worthy 


man: a character which he ſtill retains; nay, 
ſo infatuated are people in his favour, that the 
complaints I have made of his conduct to my 
friends have been laughed at by ſome, procured 
me ſerious lectures on my own unreafonable- 
neſs from others, and all agree that I might 
be a. very happy woman. if 1 pleaſed, and are 
fare, from my own account, that he is the 
moſt tender husband in the world; though, 
from my ſoul, I have reaſon to wiſh he were 
| leſs ſo, —for. God knows, that what with his 


ſcribing, I have no comfort in life, and am 
heartily tired of it !—But to the point. The 
occaſion of my mifery is ſimply this: Mr. 
- medical knowledge; though, by the bye, it is 


is accompanied by a propenſity to force b 


2 medicines 
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medicines down the throats of all his friends; 
and poor I, being more immediately within 
the ſphere of his obſervation and influence, 
am more particularly doomed to ſuffer from it. 
If I eat my breakfaſt with a good appetite, he 
is alarmed leſt I thould have the worms: a doſe 
of rhubarb, calomel or jalep is forced upon me 
directly. At dinner, owing to the operation. 
of the worm medicine, my appetite is gone : 
he then trembles leſt I am offendcd at his 
officiouſneſs, as he knows I take his nauſeous 
draughts againſt my own opinion. When 
I have convinced him that my want of ap- 
petite is real, I am perſecuted with elixir of 
vitriol and tincture of bark, and am often 
forced to cat, without inclinatian for meat, 
to eſcape an emetic. 


If I ar, at any time, warm with walk- 
| ing, he conſtrues my appearance into the ap- 
| proach of a fever; and I am condemned to 
bleed. If I lock pale, I am verging to a de- 
cline. If I affert, with any warmth, that I 
have no ſymptom of the kind, he ſays that ſelf- 
ſecurity is the ſureſt and moſt certain ſiga; 
and I am almoſt drenched in aſſes milk, im- 
pregnate a 


ines with. devs, i fonething in 


my looks induces him to believe that he hath 
_ miſtaken my diſorder. In ſhort, Mr. Silver- 
tongue, in the two years we have lived together 
Mr. Quackett has diſcovered in my fingle 
frame every diſorder to which poor humanity 
is liable: though, if I had been left to myſelf, 
I ſhould not have known that I was in any 
material degree indiſpoſed; for no woman, of 
my age (fifty-three) has a better conſtitution 
| than I have. But what does this avail me? 


electrical ſhocks. LI have been plunged into a 
cold bath on. a. froſty morning; and kept, till I 
fainted, in a vapour bath, the hotteſt day we 
have had this fummer. I have, in my own. 


perſon, to pleaſe him, experienced the eſſects 


of every claſs of medicines in the apothecary's 
ſhop. You can have no conception, my dear 


Mr. Silvertongue, what quantities of emetics 


and conſerves, boluſes, clyſters and confections, 


e = ww & ww 


Gallons of heterogeneous mixtures have 1 


been forced to endure the pain. arifing from: | 


en Aa » > wc” — „% — Fay -— * kg 
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| tures, elixirs, powders and pills, &c. &c. 1 


have been obliged, by my husband, to poiſon 


FF myſelf with, to ſay nothing of the hogſheads 
| of gruel and whey I have drank with them. 


Have I not occaſion to complain? And 
yet, would you believe it, when I do, I am 
told it is the nature of diſeaſe for the ſufferer 
to be ignorant of its preſence! He ſays he 
fituation! He begs, he entreats me to oblige 
phyſical vagen has prepared and his miſtaken 
tenderneſs preſents. If I have any diſorder, it 
is one I have no name for; e 
are diſpolitions too complying with my hus- 
| band's vagaries. I facrifice my own opinion, 
his paſſion for pharmacy, = 


into reaſon. It is vain to attempt it: he 
would interrupt me in his old ſtrain. But 


meeting with my caſe in this form, he muſt 


read to an end; and 1 hope, and pray heartily 
W 


it may have its proper effect, for I really can- 
not long live in the manner I now do. 


60 If all T have written ſhould fail of the ef- 


ſect I hope from it, I here, ſolemnly and de- 
liberately, enter my proteſt againſt the whole 
Materia Medica, whether regularly prepared 
and compounded agreeable to the moſt modern 
diſpenſatories and preſcriptions of the colleges 


of all the doctor- du bing univerſities in the | 
world, or whether the medicines are the manu- 


faftures of the advertiſing tribe of quacks, for 
I here do moſt ſeriouſly fay, affirm and ſwear 
that I have no need of any of them ; that at 
this time of writ:rg | am not troubled with 
any diſorder, either acute or chronic : that I 


or aſthmatic, diarrh:zatic or diabetic, gouty or 
 dropfical, cetaphoric or paralytic, ſpaſmatic or 


vertigoric, phthiſical or pluerifitic, perepneu- | 


monic or hypo-ho:driac , cloroſical or ana- 
faracal, or tympanic ; that I am not tortured 
with an ii fla nation o a y kind, or with the 


lieatary, the gravel or the one, nor with the 
cholic, the cickets or the uch, the herpes, the 


ery ſipilas 


en ee ee wn un SSD 


Jaundice or the epro , the af -rary or the | 


tt mw © ay of? 


1 * 
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eryſipilas or the gutta ſerena: in ſhort, I affure 
kind of diforder, and that I have not even 


85 


1 the ſymptom of a ſymptom” of any diſeaſe to 


which aſtringent, purgative or alterative me- 


| Jicines ought to be applied, whether they be 


thalmic, dentrific or pectoral, ſtomachie, 
hepatic, ſplenetic, hyſteric or carminative. 1 


aſſure you that I have no cold, no cough; that 
1 have had both the chin-cough, the ſmall- 


pox and the meaſles; that I am found, wind 


and limb, and, excepting only my dread of 


medicine, and the thoughts of the poſſibility 
of Mr.. Quackett urging this letter as a proof 
of inſanity, and preſcribing for that ditorder 
cupping, bleeding, faſting, and a ſtraight waiſt- 
cout, I am in pretty good ſpirits. 


Don't you think, my dear Mr. Silver- 
tongue, that when this meets the eyes of my 
phy ſic- loving tormentor that he will fee his 


_ own folly, and that, in future, he will give me 


leave to feel for myſelf. If he will, I will 
venture to promiſe him that I will not ſuffer 
even a joint of my little finger to ache with im- 
H punity, 
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punity, but will faithfully commit it to his 
care, and will give him leave to make him- 
ſelf as miſerable and buſy over it as he pleaſes ; 

with this promiſe, that when it ceaſes to give | 
me pain he ſhall lay aſide his Buenax and the | 
other exciters to the Medical Mania, and not, 5 
as he has done lately, apply himſelf in the f 
creation of ideal miſery to himſelf, and rea! 


torture to me. ( 
a -/ | ES, & ] am, Sir, 
(Wich reſpedts to the Club) 


Tour humble ſervant, 


« Mary QUACKETT.” 


My fair Correſpondent's Husband appears to 
be ſo far gone in the phyſicomania that I really 
am at a loſs what to preſcribe for ſo compli- 
cated 2 complaint. There appears only one 


remedy, and that 1 dare pronounce an infal- 
lible ſpecific, the virtues of which are not ex- 
ceflled by thoſe of*.any relic in the Saints Ca- 


ed (for I never had the honour of dining with 
any of their Majeſties) are attended at table by 
pages, who taſte of every diſh before the con- 
tents are touched by the royal lips. Now, I 


- #15 would adviſe Mrs. Quackett to advance her 


ſpouſe to the high dignity of Taſter Gencral in 
his own houſe: and if he be not very ſoon 
completely pilled, purged, potioned, powdered, 
bled, bliſtered, clyſtered and electriſied into his 
ſenſes, I will forfeit, for ever, all pretenſions 
6— 1 


_ t. 
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No. XI. 
Thurſday, Auguſt 6, 1795. 


The Mayer of Donchefter. 


| 


Havne already introduced my 
friend Mr. Starlight, to the notice of my readers 
as a profound philoſopher, I ſhall in this paper 
Of his talents the public will judge; my re- 
cenſure, nor illuſtrate his beauties, if, indeed, any 
paſſages in his rambling rhymes may claim an 
humble ſhare of merit. He has been an ad- 
mirer of the Pierian Siſters from his cradle, 
having firſt caught the ſacred enthuſiaſm of the 
muſes from the ſomniferous fongs of his nurſe. 
Though Jonathan is otherwiſe a very modeſt 
man, I have heard him ſometimes boaſt—not 
without bluſhing—of being an highly-favoured 


lever 
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lover of theſe coy ladies: but as poets delight 
in fiction, I cannot fay that I felt inclined on 
theſe occaſions to give my friend all the credit 
he expected. 


Without being entirely blind to his own ec- 
centricities, there are few who can diſtinguiſh 
and enjoy the follies of his neighbours with a 
keener reliſh than my good-natured friend. Ig- 
norance, vanity and afeQtation are exquiſite 
luxuries to his fatirical taſte; our whimfical 
a liſh of abſurdities, than the moſt delicate epi- 
cure can feel when he enjoys the ſublime plea 
ſures of a table fuming with all the dainties in 
my friend aſſures me, is founded upon a real 
fact, which happened ſometime ago, during 
the benevolent rage for ſupplying our armies | 
abroad with flannel jackets. Should this baga- 
telle be approved, Jonathan has promiſed to fa- 
vour me With other compoſitions. 


THE 
MAYOR OF DONCHESTER, 
4 TRUE AND LAMENTABLE TALE: 


Shexving how bis Worſhip was dubbed @ Knight a day 
tos ſoon, and undzbbed again a day too late. a 


— 


Sweet Girls of Pindus, hither bring 
Your drums and bagpipes hollow 

The Mayor of Doncheſter I fing ; 
Afﬀiſt me, O Apollo 


: His Worſhip is a. jolly ſquire, 

And loyal as a ſpaniel dog; 

His zeal as ardent as his kitchen fire; 

His head as learned and as big 

As that grave philoſophic log, 

Whereon Puff trims his Worſhip's funday wig : 
Nature has ta'en herculean pains 

To ſcour its ample. chambers clean from brains ; 
And truly at a vaſt expence 

Brains, ſenſe and wit are ſuch vile vulgar wares 
As ſeldom do diſgrace the ſkulls of Mayors. 
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hst of this Mayor of Doncheſtar, I pray ? 
— Zir, he received a-LETTER t'other day. 


Judge, reader, judge what buge furprife, 
Stretch'd like a pair ot moons his yes; 
Judge how he gap d for joy, for breath, 
And ſhew'd the ruins of his teeth; 
Judge how his head ſublimer grew; 
Judge how his ſhoulders broaden'd too; 
Judge how he threw his arms aboat ; 
Judge how he mov'd his legs fo ſtout: 
So big he looked, you would have ſwore 
A giant ſtood where fiood a dwarf before! 


Eis tender Wife beheld the ſudden change, 

And thought twas ftrange——'twas mortal 

O my ſweet ftars! Lord! Harry what's the 
matter? 


« Hark, woman, hold your clatter ! 

{| © Iam a Knight, by G—-!—look there—look 

© che 

| © A Knight! Knight! Knight! my jewel !” 
roared the gallant Mayor, | 
She 
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She, with a moſt delicious ſmile, 
Stole the faid letter from his Worſhip's | 

. hand : 5 | 
| She read—ſhe trembled all the while, 
For verily the Lady ſcarce could ſtand. 

Her hands, like admiration ſtops, ſhe raiſed, 
And ftood amazed —amazed—amazed | 
« Hey, Harry, hey? ſhall I a Lady be?” 

&« A Lady, laſs? aye faith a Queen!” 
quoth he. 
Thus as he ſpake, upon her apron's lap 
Her hands came daſhing down with ſuch a2 


- That made her frighted husband jump, | 
And tumble retrograde upon his rump : | 
He fell with ſuch an hollow groan of thunder, ; 
As if a double baſs had burſt afunder, | 


She, ſcreaming like a fiddle out of tune, 
To ſcape his vengeance—popped into a 


ſwoon. 


There, reader, let the loving turtles lie, 
Thou'lt fee a reſurtection by and bye: 
Meanwhile behold the wonderful epiſtle, 
And if thou canſt not laugh—go whiſtle. 


* Km 
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&« KinG GEoRGE's compliments to Mr. Mayor; 

& QUEEN CHARLOTTE alfogreet> his Lady tair: 

« Their gracious Majeſties have learned, with | 

b « pleaſure, | 

3 How you have ſacrificed both time and trea- 
« ſure 

« On flannel en breeches, * 
& ſocks; 

on a —_ 

= . abroad in Flan- 
e ders, 

Their pretty laſſes and their **. com- 
% manders: 

64 The Quzex and Princes are quite de- 
„ lighted, 

« And Kino Danes fans fad deeds ſhall 

« be requited; 

Come, come to Lak Sir—come and 

& be knighted.” 


This note, ſigned GxENviLLE, came by poſt, 
And—cheap enough—a filver ſixpence coſt. 


Lo! riſen from the hard unfeeling floor, 
With aching hearts and bones a little ſore, 
The wry- . 

Did 


—— 2 Fu ** . >. 
Waits their high pleaſure at the pompous 
door. 2 | 


"Juſt ſtepping in—my Lady pull'd his fleeve : 
«© Stop, ſtop, Sir Harry! if we go to London 
« On this grand garter-buſineſs we are undone, 
r 


1 _—_ 
IDO as.” 
| His purple noſe turned pale with ſorrow; | 
An hand he placed on either hip; 


& chaiſe to-morrow.” 


No time muſt now be loſt; he goes, he ſends - 
Torall his wealthy corporation friends: 


The desk. Ried Brotherhood ſoon flocked to- | 


| 
AL in bil foirits and fall feather ; 


Piies of Bacchanalian Graces ! 
= a 


> ww wt 


Widddotitle chins and rofy faces, © 


And diſmally exclaimed, *< Boy, bring the | 


_—_— — EY 7 
he tombs of fleſh, fb, ; 
| puddings, pies and * 


1 In ſolemn places. 
| y took thei 
xpecting to behold — 
= Dn 
woe of urkies, capons, geeſe and giblet- 


. "They, licked 1 
43 their lips and 
Aroked 
their max 
Ws, 


And 
[tg 
formed fo wonderful and fo complete; 


I and pray, and lie and eat! 


When, lo! 2 
3 


aw 


Bright 
diſhes, ſhining knives and forks, 


-. 


—VUproſe 
3 with grave demcanour; 
And — letter —ſor a dinner? e 


1 


1 „0 


1 He | 

ended; and a broad prodigious 
Screwed every face and tucked Lin 
| > da — 


LT ap 
+. 


\ 


Inftead 
of vaſt frloins and veniſon haunches, 


Gay ſmiling glaffes, fmacking corksz 


* 0 
By 
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Tin rearing his triumphant creſt, 

While ſtars and garters capered in his breaſt, 
Thus the big Mayor the Aldermen addre fled. 


Ha! honeſt Gemmen, don't ye ſee, 
*The King's moſt gracious Majeſty 
& Has tumbled quite in love with me? 
& Marry! Pl tell ye, worthy Gemanen, 
I never knew myſelf before: 
« Pve always b cn a ſimple yeo.nan, 
«© Not over rich nor over poor. 
« To-day a Man, like one of you, 
& A Knight to-morrow I (hall ride 
In coach and fx, with ribband blue, 
& And ſword-knot flaming by my ſides 
On honovur's ladder I intend to rife, 
& Step aſter ſtep until I tuch the ſkies : 
« A Viſcount, Earl, a Marquis, Duke I'll be; 
«© God only knows what may become of me! 
« And really, Gemmen, t ou'd be no new 
% thing, 
% But, in my turn—I may—I may be 
% King!“ 


The Aldermen now flared from their places, 
And open'd all the windows cf their faces: 
| Each 


No. XI. 
Each viewed the letter with an heart · heaved 


Io places, ſinecures and penſions: 


urn 


And wiſhed, with all his might, it were his 


[ Then bowing humbly to the rena Mayor, 
Each offered up a modeſt prayer. 


« Make me,” faid one, © moſt gracious Sir? | 

+ A learned Lord High Chancellor !” 

« Give me, another cried, 52 | 
© keys, 

And I'll be any thing you pleaſe l 


And J,“ exclaimed a man of weight, 


«© Fl be your Miniſter of State!” 


Make me your Majeſty's Phyſician !” 


60 Cried a poor, lean, confumptive thing: 


te But I, quoth one in prime condition, 


Win roaſt, try, cook, and cater for the 
„King!“ 


Each Alderman aſſerts pretenſions, 


And one and all declared their wiſhes 
To ſhare the Monarch's loaves and fiſhes. 
He, ſwelling to the ſize of Atlas big, 


With fuch a gait, and ſuch a mien, 

An old grey Gander have I ſeen, 

Stalking acroſs the village green 
Before a flock of Geeſe ! 


Ak, aſk,” he cried, © whate'er you want, 
« And all, aye more than all, I have Fil 
Should heaven beſtow this golden fleece, 
« By Jove I'll make you Dukes apiece!” 


 & Fools, fools apiece !” exclaimed a fat 
Old wag, who in a corner fat. 
« Fools?” cried the Mayer, enraged, con- 
« Fools?” roared the Aldermen aftounded. 
« Yes, fools apiece ! fools altogether !”” 
Replicd the wicked, ſneering wag: 
| FEY « Fools! 


Þe Wael © Þ © ww 
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< 
« Fools! Fools!” he cried; © fools of a 
« feather! | 
Pl let the cat out of the bag: 
This Letter, Sirs, was never wrote by 
a Ornette 
I ween, on quite another an- 


3 
_ 6 ”Tis neither franked, nor does the ſeal diſ- 
« play 


« A coat of arms, mognifcent znd gay : 
& Juſt to en our learned Corporation ! 


| He ſpake and ſmiled—then turned about 
Took down his chapeau and went out. | 
4 Stung to the ſtomach with vexation, 

The. Aldermen all roared, «© D nation * 
The meeting filent as the breaking day, 
And foft as mountain ſnow diſſolved away 


u friſt his Worthip ſtamped, and ftormed, and 


12 He 


No. 
| 
never before, 
been 
100 
He 


therefore could it: : 
ſecond thoughts his Worſhip 
not overlook 
| a ' 
2 : 
I * 
But - 
arte wo 
So put his 7 
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No. XII. 
Thurſday, Auguſt 13, 1795. IE 


To the Whiſperer. - 


„ Ma. StLVERTONGUE, , 


| ? Tara i nor» fingle word in 

to complain of being abuſed, miſplaced and mif- 
is an appellation whereby, in this Babel-build- 
guiſhed from madmen ont of their ſenſes: the 
latter of whom are termed lunatics, and, ac- 
cording to the courteſcy of this civilized land, 
are loaded with fctters, bedded with ſtraw, fed 


of Bedlam ; while the former dance in the fun- 
thine of St. James's Court, riot on turtle and 
13 honoured - 


„ Tis eee. nn 


F 


honoured with titles, and ſhare the plunder of 
the induſtrious p]! Can any thing be con- 
ceived more burleſque and ridiculous than to 
call that pitiful wretch a man of honour, whoſe 
diſpoſition is ſo iraſcible that it is impoſſible to 


Can that thing be termed an hero, which hath, 
neither the courage to bear an innocent jeſt, 
the ſenſe to acknowledge an error or ſubmit to 


a juſt rebuke? What a crockery-hearted crea- 


- ture that muſt be, whoſe temper is ſhivered to 
Fioces by = rap on the kaucles, whoſe book : 
1 | Wouldbe-wit, whole invincible honour i mor- 1 ; 


n 


_ quickfilves at the leering lip of an ideot 


TS. . TDs Henne cannot be affronted; true | | 
' magnanimity cannot be ſhaken, true courage 
cannot be provoked. It requires more fortitude 


and he only is a man of honour who dares to be 


a euer in the faſhionable acceptation of the 
| word; that is one who, in defiance of deſpotic | 


| enſtom, can Scar and forbear :—the moſt d. 
Wy 


-_ 


* Aalen hw» a 
| A leffon. which no coward. can. learn. 


* «4. The modern man of honour challenges his 
| antagoniſt. into the field to fight: bim with 

ſword. or piſtol. Why? Becauſe it is the 
faſhion, and he dare not do otherwiſe. If aſſaſ- 
ſnation were the ton, the. modern man of bo- 
| nour would glide into the Chamber and plunge, 

of a brother at midnight !. Why? Becauſe he. 
is a flave, a coward, who muſt become a mur- 
derer leſt knaves ſhould hoot and villains ſhun. 
his company. The idle biffing of. a gooſe is. 
more terrible to that man—oh, humanity l how. 
art thou debaſed!—than all the horrors of a2 
conicience ſuffocated in blood, or the wrath of 
an Omnipotent Being, whoſe eye could anni- 
hilate him with a glance, or whoſe frown could 
1 6 


r 2» 0%. Ae. Ch 
wn , 


* 


« The alarming prevalence of the diabolical, 
but courtly cuſtom of duelling, induced me to 
recommend it to the cenſure of the Whiſperer ; 
FF particularly, as theſe faſhionable notions of ho- 
= nor as Shaly ts be more univerſally diffuſed 
a_— 
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among all ranks of the commun ity at this alarm- 


ing military period, when the big bold drum, 
and animating fife, in every town and village, 
awake in the breaſts of Engliſhmen the vindic- 
tive ſpirit of Mars. But, above all, the preſent 
_ volunteering rage for ſwords, cockades and 
ſhoulder-knots, while it introduces amongſt 


| the moſt peaceable, well-diſpoſed and reſpe&-. 


J able part of ſociety the proud ambitious theory, 


with all the captivating pomp and circumſtance 
of war, threatens alſo to bring with it, as a. 
concomitant calamity, the idle ſtalking horſe 
of modern honour. The plain home-ſpun far- 


mer, who -formerly could refer every little dif- 


ference between himſelf and his neighbour to 
the impartial arbitration of a third perſon, now 
exalted into a gentleman- ſoldier, beats his 


ploughſhare into a ſword. and his pruninghook . 
into a ſpear, and whenever he fancies himſelf | 


affronted appeals to thoſe diſcerning arbiters for 


juſtice—ſay rather, for vengeance! The frugal 
and induſtrious tradeſman, who hath hitherto 
ſapported a family in comfort and with credit, 


tamorphoſed into a man of honour, endowed 
with all the ſupernatural heroiſm of a laced 


g. 4 Dbﬀb=& Ss oo 2 nNn2fD mu Þp 2 A „ 
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ſcarlet livery, and the unſpeakable courage of a 


nage cocked hat, falls out with every fool he 


ſome lamp-poſt, and challenges to mortal com- 
bat every jack-aſs that hath the inſolence to bray 
in his company ! 


« Ag every rank of men ape the order above 


| | them, fo ſhall we find the rage for duelling de- 


ſcending by a regular progreſſion from the 
court to the cottage. And if the chriſtian ſyſ- 


tem of cutting the throats of our brethern 
abroad, becauſe they perverſely will aot let us 
make them happy in our way, be perſiſted in a 


Jer years longer, ſoon ſhall we become an 


armed nation at home: All law and the exe- 
cution of it, all juſtice, all humanity will be 
tranſported to Botany Bay; and not only the 


| old-faſhioned Rights of Men, but even the 


divine Rights of King and Prieſts themſelves, 
will be diſregarded : every man will be judge, 
jury and jack-ketch in his own cauſe: we ſhall 


Thgot one another with as much /ang froid as 


we now deſtroy partridges, and maſſacreour bre- 
thren as coolly and philofophically as cooks kil 


F poultry for a corporation feaſt. Nay, who dare 


preſume 
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preſume to ſay, but, in the courſe of another 
ſeven years, we may all become Cannibals, and 
human fleſh adorn our goodly ſhambles, and 
ſmoke a ſweet ſmelling ſavour, upon our luxu- 
fon!!! 5 


64 I am, 
„Ma. Wanrrnzn, 
„ Your's and the Public's humble ſervant, 


< Frank FitzsRAsS.” 


hq AA @ #x+#®©s = wo Hm: i, 


through which many unfortunate ſufferers 


No. XIII. 
Thurſday, Auguſt 20, 1795. 
To the Miſperer. 


” Dear SiLVERTONGUE, 


| * 
ing and lamentable epiſtle, opened a door 


my defire to paſs, I hope not to be refuſed the 
— fame indulgent attention; though in a caſe 
exactly the reverſe to the ſingular grievance ot 
which that ingenious lady ſo pathetically and 


Fou muſt underſtand, Mr. Whiſperer, 
that I was married early in life to a Mr. Handy, 
whoſe father was one of the moſt renowned 
forhunters in the county, and his mother the 


— 
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fole manoget of a large eſtate farmed by herſelf. 
Enjoying a ſtrong conſtitution, and having im- 
bihed. early in life, ſentiments of contempt | 
for every ſpecics of excellence but that boĩſte- 
rous ſtrength of body ariſing from athletic exer- 
ciſes, robuſt manners, and habits of enduring 
inceſſant fatigue, Mr. Handy has conceived a a 
ſtrange notion that all ill health is derived from 
improper imlulgencies ; that all complaints ori- 
ginate in affected delicacy; and that air, ſun, } 
and exerciſe are not only ſuperior to all the 
Materia Medica, but even preferable to all the 
actual comforts and tender enjoyments of do- 
meſtic life. On this ridiculous ground he has f 
broken my conſtitution by endeavouring to 
ſtrengthen it, and deſtroyed m happineſs by 2 
determination to encreaſe it. My perſon is 
 weakly—my conſtitution de icate: I am ſub» 
ject to an aſthmatical complaint; and though 
not often abſolutel ill, can feldom (owing to 
Mr. Handy's prejudices e called well, as he 
never fails ordering me to follow the hounds | 


for ſhort breathing; obliges me to walk all 


pels me to ride on a mettleſome horſe for ner 


vous affections.· When half de- d with terror, 


night in the dew to chill away a cold, or com- | 


11. a_—cae x www. jy. a ec ² K oa JTi7uaJv+On—cuwuvwwcaqa. . ˙— -w os as av a 


. 


in, | 


if If 0 BY OR ON. 9. 8 WE I, OF ED 


T 7 = & F #3 


No. Xin. THE WHISPERER. 20g 


as well as body, needs the lenitives of tender- 


neſs and conſolation, I am cruelly reproached 


for a whimſical, whining fool, and aſked, what 
the devil I am goed for? In aggravation of 
my misfortunes I am tauntingly told how 


Mn. Groomboy, my neighbour, a fortnight 


on her huſband's moſt ſpirited hunter ; and how 


| out-galloped 2 confomption, fenced away a fo- 


ver, jumped out of a dropſy, and walked down 
an illiac paſſion. In vain do I exert myſelf 
to keep pace with theſe gallant female Stentors: 


the exciticr cad n 
and I fall the victim of the brutality which I 
ſtudy to attain. I am treated with ſupercilious 
contempt by the ruſtics | deſpiſe, and am an 
odject of indifference to the man whom I en- 
deavour in all things to love, honour, and 
obey : indeed, I am likely foon to ceaſe breath- 


ccllence of the air I inhale, and to lay down my | 


4 


- ſhall refit fatisfied that I have not ſpent my 
life wholly in vain; though hurried out of it 
for want of /ome part of that attention which 


< ] am, 
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make the ſtrong ſo weak, and the weak fo 
firong, while independent of each other; yet 
no ſooner hath Hymen manacled the tender pair 
| together, than the Goddeſs of yeſterday is re- 
duced to the condition of a bondſmaid; and the 
humble flave who lately poured out his foul in 
tears and prayers and tranſports at her feet, 
| aſſumes the rad and the reins of empire, and 


* 


— „ 4 F e 


Of all the lingering puniſhments inflicted by 
che Lords of Creation on the ſex of Queens, 
there are none more intolerable, none more 
cruel and unnatural, than the inbuman practice 
of 4 killing wives with kindneſs.” Meſficurs 
Quackett and Handy, ſeem to love their mates 
fo unreaſonably well, that one might ſuppoſe | 
they languiſhed for the melancholy opportu- 
nity to prove that their affection towards them 
| will furvive their exiſtence, and that their love 
will be more pure, more ardent, and more ſub- 
lime, when the fair martyrs of their tenderneſs 
are ravithed away from them for ever. They 
furely think their ladies are angels, and piouſly 
with to ſend them home to heaven 


* 
f 
s 
g 
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. their wives to make them live the longer 
1 confeſs | think they are both on the high | 
road to immertality Mr. Quackett has con- 
ſpired to drown his wiſe in a fea of phyſic :. 
Mr. Handy has determined te deſtroy his ſpouſe 
are likely to expire with too much health. The 
huſbands may live to curſe their kill, and to 
 Jament their ſucceſs. Mr. Quackett may find, 
ere long, that his wife has died ſooner of the 
Doctor than the would otherwiſe have done 


aay diſcover, by the irreparable loſs of bis 
Aue, that the was as dear to him as the beſt 
” horſe in bis ſtud, or the fineſt hound in his 


pack. 


Q 


| for want of him: and Squire Handy himſelf 


— 
— 


No. XIV. 
Thurſday, Auguſt 27» 1795. 
The Art of m Life. 


— 


. 
nothing elſe to do but to make himlelf as happy 
as he can. A ſmile —a tear !—the agony, the 
rapture of a moment! Had Man inherited lefs 
fagacity from his mother Nature he would 
never have poſſeſſed ingenuity enough to tor 
ment himſelf by - anticipation : had he acquired 
_—— r. way Ag). he would 
ſerpeuts 1 ee and 
poiſon his bleed. Though human life is, very 
ſhort and precarious, it is nevertheleſs fo full of 
1 that if = man hath nee. 


X 3 3 
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it, that which philoſophers and fanatics have 


tracted to many a long and lingering league. — 
Jn my own cpinion, life, as it is the faſhion 
to lead it now-a-days, is much too long, and 
true wiſdom conſiſts in thortening the road and 
haſtening away the time. 


This is ſtrange philoſophy !”” cries a mop» 
ing melancholy being, who weeps away his 
weary days in complaining they are too few ! 
The fewer and better 1 anſwer, unlefs you 
knew how to enjoy them. But ſtrange as this 


try it by the touchſtone of your own life, and 


then ſay whether it be true or falſe. Doth not 
the gloom of your moroſe mind clog the wheels | 


of time and make it move heavily, like a. ſtage- 
 waggon dreaming along the tedious road ? and 


while you are repining that the journey is too 


Mort, do you not ſigh that it were at an end? 


Do you not fret and fume at the horſes becauſe 


they are lame and broken-winded, ard tumble 
at every ſtep? Do not your bones rattle, your 
head ache, your heart burn, and your feet ſting 
and tart with the dull, drowſy motion of the 


carriage? 


contemptouſly compared to a ſpan will be pro- 


philoſophy appears to you, my ſolemn friend, 


> 8 | oy — — 


1 and deſpiſe froth and folly as much. as 1 cbhor. 
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carriage? You are miſerable becauſe you can- 
not be miſerable as long as you with! Take 
my advice, vir, and ſtep into a light poſt-c haife, . 
phaeton, vis-a-vis, or any other eaſy, expedi- 
tious whirligig in which you can bowl away. 
with pleaſure, and flaſh like thunder and light- 
ning to your journey's end. This is travelling 
like a man and, what ſome folks think better, 
like a gentleman... 


F wiſh to ſpeak intelligibly, but my pen, 
with a head as light as a feather, is fo fond of. 
ſcarce decypher my own meaning, when I read 
coolly what I have written warmly. I hate 


and condemn. mud and anelancholy ; but yet 1 
fincerely think, that perſon makes the moſt 
of his time who makes the ftorteft of it A day 
of delight glides ſwiftly away, like a ſmile that. 

appears and vaniſhes in a moment: an hour of 
ſullenneſs limps lamely, lazily. on, as if every, 
So that if you calmly meaſure a day enjoyed 
with an hour thus miſerably miſpent, you will 
ind the langitude of the latter exceed the former 


by 
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dy as many degrees as the real length of the day 
exceeds an hour. Thus the gloomy Cynic who 


is three ſcore and ten years in crawling from 
the cradle to the church-yard, lives longer in 


imagination than a Methuſelah, whoſe good 


humour enables him to carry nine hundred /uns 


grumbler carries as many moons : or, in leſs he- 
roic language, the months of the latter are longer 
than the zcars of the former. When a man 
{miles, all nature ſmiles with him; and to the 


eye, iparkling with chearfulneſs, every object 
reflects pleaſure; ſpring blooms, and breathes 
and warbles round him. When he frowns, 


Lunp, and the defolation of winter ruſhes over 
the ſcene. The romantic lover fays, it is the 
preſence of his roſy-dimpled Delia which cauſes 
winter ; but when he grows a little cooler, and 
ſees things with the ſame eyes as his neighbours 
do, he finds, if there be a lady in the cafe, it is 


thirds of their lives, and would to God the fly 


nywph | 


2 


giddy girl, who deceives her lovers of two- 
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piping and dancing: ſpring cannot ſmile for 


_ | wallow in the ſnow, walk in the teeth of the north 
wind, or break the ice of the river to drown 
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of mine ! 


«« Pſhaw, ideot! wen cannot always be 


fide of the grave ?* 


Granted ! Yet in the fultry Dog Days are 


there no groves, no ſtreams, no vallies to retire 


' | veniences of the ſeaſon? Even in the dead of 


winter by what law of nature am I bound to 


myſelf ? 0 0m eee e 


and bellowing without ? Dae 


| Ggnity as an aniunal fx feet high to imitate de 
| chearfulneſs of an inſecł three quarters of an 


inch long, though, between you and me, if 


_ dignity be computcd by feet à cricket is your: 
| <qual there at leaſt? But you would rather. 
mimic the tempeſt, and growland ſhake he:ven. 
and earth with your lamentations. And why ?- 


Becauſe winter will not laſt fur eyes! I con- 


ſeſs 


ſeſs there is more ſound, but I queſtion whether 
there be as much ſenſe in this: and fo com- 
cauſe life is ſhort you will not enjoy it; becauſe | 
a glaſs of wine doth not contain a gallon yo 
will periſh for thirſt rather than drink in.— 
When I was a child I broke the bones of my 
hobby-horſe becauſe it was not a race horſe; 
And what do. you think I did next * Why, 
Sir, I fat down and cried my heart out of my 
nor the living borſe. Now this was acting like 
a man,--at leaſt ſuch a man as you are. My Þ| 
firſt at me and then at the poker, while us 
ſmote her breaſt with inimitable pathos, ex- 
this world !"* My pious grandmother was woe» | 
fully miſtaken in this, as well as in many other 

matters, reſpecting me: for, upon my con- | 

| ſcience, I have lived in the world to this ver, 
day, and have found ſo many high-roads and 
rixers,.. dakes, ſeas, foreſts, deſerts, 1 
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triangles, circles, ſquares, ſuperficies, and a 
million of et cetera, that I am ſometimes in- 
clined to deſpair of ever finding the way out 
again. Death, I am fare, is not the road; for 
| TI think a man is never more in the world than 
when he creeps under ground. But all this is 
digreſfion, for which I am pardonable, eſpeci- 
| ally as ſome of my gentle readers ſeem diſpoſed 
d make a digreſſion themſelves into the land of 
deep: and I muſt conſequently conclude this 

| eſſay at the very moment when I was going to 

de very merry and amuſing. I ſhall, therefore, 
ure ſecrets in the art of cutting down long 

. clans. 


No. XV. 


No XV. 
Thurſday, September 3, 17956 
40 Let us all be unhappy together.” 


| 


Yrs in es hr is wh 


hath done all things well, that the happineſs of 


and pains of life were w-ighed againſt each 
ward either ſcale: by the: pleaſures I mean |} 
the fimple poſſeſſion of heal h and competence; 
by the pains I underſtand fickneſs, want, and 
all temporal misfortunes. It is very true, the 

riches of this world a e ſcattered in the moſt F 
unequal manner. Nai ſo the happineſs. Who 

will point out that ſpot upon the globe which, | 
of all others, enjoys he healthieſt climate, the | 
moſt exuberant ſoil, and wheſe inhabitants are | 
bleſt beyond the lot of other men? Loth there | 


_ exiſt 


— F bd 0 


tion of the temperate zone! The Negro ſhi- 


© 
TI | 
a 
s | 
ch 

9 
* 
e; 

nd | 
he 
oſt 
'ho N 
the | 
ere | 
xiſt 


| exiſt ſuch a place? I anſwer, No. Every 


country poſſeſſes its peculiar advantages: you | 


prefer England—your neighbour is a French- 


man, and extols France :—you love the pleaſant 


lander, dwelling amid the horrors of eternal 
inter, glows with a thouſand tranſports, of 
which the inhabitants of gentler climes can 
the ſurface of his ſituation: the freezing blaſt 


upon his cheek that the fun awakens on theirs. 


He glances over the ſnow in his fledge, drawn 


by dogs or reindeer, with more ſatisfaction than 
the drowſy Nabob reclines upon his ſplendid 
palanquin, borne on the ſhoulders of his flaves: 
his ſhining wilderneſs and rocks of glittering 
ice yield as much delight to his eye, as mea» 


_ dows glowing with flowers and mountains 


cloathed with vineya ds to others. the me- 
teors that play on his nocturnal hemiſphere are 
L no 
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no leſs glorious in appearance to him, than the 
golden luſtre of the day, that illumines the re- 
gions of the torrid zone. 


Every ſphere of life, like every varying cli- 


mate, may boaſt its own excluſive privileges 
ſhorteſt life too long? Becauſe men will not 
be content with their own, unleſs they can 


ground, upon which grows an apple-tree, and 


your neighbour poſſeſſes ten acres of luxuriant 
and highly cultivated land, teeming with 
flowers and planted with all kinds of fruit-trees, 
why ſhould this diſtreſs ou? Cannot you eat 


your apples in their ſeaſon as comfortably as if 


nobody had more or leſs than yourſelf? No; 


you will not: your ten ſquare yards muſt pro- 


duce as much as your neighbour's ten acres. 
Accordingly, you ingraft ſhoots of pears, cher- 
ries, peaches, nectarines, grapes, and all the vari- 


ous fruits under the fun, upon your apple-tree, 


and ſow your morſel of land with the feeds of a 


led to death, ſprings up green for one moment, 
but the vegetation is ſo rank that the whole 
periſhes the next; and then you, deprived by 
your own folly both of apples and potatoes, go 
and havg yourſelf on the blaſted tree! Thus 
weave the web and wear it; then, like Her- 
cules when he put on the envenomed coat, run 
mad and burn themſelves ! 


Every degree of men torment themſelves 
with the imagined happii:efs of the order above 
them. The labourer longs for the hounds and 
horſes of the ſquire; the ſquire pants for a co- 
ronet ; the lord, while he bows at the levee of 
the king, ſighs for a levee of his own , the mo- 
narch graſps at empire ; the emperor would be— 
a god! Fools! your heads may well ache, 
and turn round like weather-cocks, with bear- 
ing them fo high and perpetually looking up- 
wards. Truly, honeſt folks! you forget that, 


with continually aſpiring at things above, you 


Lz 4x 
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If you make yourſelves miſerable by contraſting 
your humble pleaſures with the prouder poſ- 
 ſeffions of others, does it not follow, by a pa- 
vity of reaſoning, that you might felicitate 
yourſelves by comparing your fituation with 
who, in their turn, but with far more reaſon, 
envy your fuperior lot? Man was formed with 
to heaven and down upon the world. But one 
would be apt to ſuppoſe the men of the preſent 
age walked upon their hezds, for they look up 
to the earth and denn upon heaven, as if the 
| ground was above, and the fy beneath their 


Lords of creation ! Slaves of yourſelves! you 
fret becauſe j ou cannot monopolite all the bliſs 
' of all the univerſe: you want the eye of the 
hawk, the wings of the eagle, the firength of 


the lion, the fwittneſs of the deer. And I will - 


tell you, friend, what you want more. than 
all—the brains of yon calf: ſee how merry the 
rogue is; he capers and wantons abou”, little 
| PO 
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and yet he is ten times happier; aye, and n 
times wiler. He is content with the milk: of 
his mother, and does not lie down and moan 
becauſe he cannot ſuck all the cows in the paſ- 
ture dry: while you are ſtarving becaule, for- 
ſooth, you cannot devour all the turtle, and 
veniſon, and bert, and mutton in the world! 


If you can compoſe your appetite with five 
ounces of meat, can you repine becauſe you 
once faw Alderman Gander, at a corporation 
featt, gorma:.diſe twice as many pounds? You 
forget a irifling circumftance on that occaſion 2 
Lon't you reculleQ, that in the middle of his 
dinner nis worthip was carried off by an apo- 
plectic fit? It you will believe me, on, and 
I have never yet. deceived you, had not old 
Gander been thus fuddenly cut thort he would 
have fwallowed all the proviſions, diſhes, knives, 
forks, tables, chairs, and gueits too, yourſelf 
ing, mating. groaning, as it he had got Mount 
Vetuvius in his belly! Miterable as you are, 

| L 3 take 


take my word, you would have had ſomething 
more than a pretence to make wry faces, if he 
head of Nottingham ale | 


But, hold! a cm Gene 66 fave Grad too 
freely—no liquor under the moon is fo intoxi- 
eating as ink! 


alive or dead. All the faults, the errors and 
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* My. Gabriel Silvertongue „ 


% S23Rs 


0 1 — 


the inficmities of fleſn and blood are cruclly 
and unjuſtly charged home to me: the crimes 
of every body are piled on the ſhoulders ot poor 
Nobody. I who am the very mirror of all 
the negative virtues, who am wholly exempt 
from al! tae poſitive vices; | who am more 
haruwlefs than the dove, more pure than æther, 
more innocent than the child unborn, am 
accuſed every moment n my hie, ot actions, 


which 
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which 1 could not commit without changing 
my nature. Calumniatel and perſecuted as I 
have been, for thee fix thouſand years paſt, 
it is high time for me to break that ſolemn 
death-like filence, which hath hitherto been 


one of my characteriſtics, and thunder my 


grievances in the ear of the Whiſperer. [ 
have borne my burthen too long without mur- 
muring the load hath naw become intolerable, 
and threatens to fink me into the grave; but 
even the grave can afford no afſylu.n for me: 
Nobody can never ccaſe * 


never yet begun. 


lam the ſon of Nothing: like my father, 
I never have been, I am not, and I never will 
be any thing or any body. My perſon s in- 
| finite nonentity, and my preſence fills the void 
of everlaſting ſpace : my lite is an wamortality 


of non-exiftence, for though ftill unborn | am 


cozval with eternity. All my attributes are 
perfect: they can neither be debaſed nor a- 
mended; they can receive no addition, they 
can ſuffer no diminution. Equally above the 


neceffiry of ation, aud the ſubfectio. i of 


paſſion, I remain immutably the fame, con- 
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| fined to no place, circumſcribed hy no time, 


> 0 —  Y.  W ww My ww YV 


liable to no accidents; incomprehenfible my- 


I felf, yet comprehending all things, I am: what 
I am not! All nature around carries through- 
out her whole ſyſtem the ſeeds of decay: ſuns, 


ſtars and worlds burſt into being from the 
womb of darkneſs: they rife—exift—periſh ! 
Bubbles on the ocean of eternity! Atoms 
dancing together one moment—vyaniihing away 
the next ! 


« Millions of theſe worlds have I ſeen glitter- 


{ with their little trembling luſtre the vait and 


defolate domains of my father Nathing: but 
none, none, Mr. Whiſperer, ever preſumed 
to prophane my facred name, nor diſturb the 
dread tranquillity of my repele, till, in au evil 


F hour, ycur unlucky world was breugi:t to 


light,—1 verily. believe on pui pote to torment 
me | Since the birth of that miſchievous planet, 
J have never enjoyed one comfortable nap of 


| momentary reſt, UL he brawhng, peeviſh, intle- 


rable things that creep upon its ſurtacc ave 
worried and erſ. cuted m without ceafin — 


natural 
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natural and primzval dignity, and reduced me 


make Nobody the Scape Goat of all their ini- 


quities. 


« Weak, wicked Bipeds! loweſt in the ſcale 
of intellectual Beings, whoſe petty world is the 
Pandora's Box of the Creation, who are your- 
ſelves only the wreck of humanity, how dare 
you violate the character, libel the name and 


m, majeſty n But 


of retributive Juſtice is faſt - approaching when 
all the crimes follies and enormities, where- 
with you have loaded and reproac hed me, ſhall 

devoted heads, and overwhelm. you with confu- 
n burkd pin me 4 bury you i 
their ruins | 


. & The Church is robbed! who hath com- 
mitted ſacrilege? Nobody! The peace of + | 


family is murdered ! M ho planted horns on 
' the honeſt front of the Huſband? Nobody | 


, The: | 


| | 


. O a tr 


| breathe the favouring gales, and ſwift along 


I3t 
The fair reputation of a virtuous woman, an 
amiable wife, a tender mother is blaſted by the 
dane ful breath of flander! Who circulated - 
the lying calumny? Nobody! 


A gay ſtripling, juſt emancipated from col - 
lege, wearies the Fates with vows to ſquander 
| away the hoarded treaſures of his avaricious 
| fre, as rapidly and no leſs honourably than 
they have been acquired, provided they will put 
him in immediate poſſeſſion of thoſe mines of 
the Gout deſcends; and in lefs than a fort- 
of his honoured father to their everlaſting 
home, in all the folemn pomp of fable forrow ! 
dead! The houſe of mourning is turned into 
a temple of Bacchus: the generous youth 
launches out into the ocean of pleaſure: foft 


the liquid waves the gallant veſſel glides: 
ſweet ſmile the ſummer ſeas, and bright the 
fun, and conſtcllations ſhine He bathes in 
bliſs, he ſwims in joy. Rocks, whirlpools, 
quickſands, tempeſts and tornados all aſſail him 
—be 
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| Tbe periſhes in 4 moment! Ak ! who miſ- 
guided him Nobody! 


% A fine Lady, with deep, ſinc ere devotion, 
worſhips a magnificent looking glafs, which 
ſmiles with the ſweeteſt condeſcenſion upon 
its humble adorer, whenever ſhe bends her 
pious eyes upon its beauteous countenance.— 
lacky evening, ſhe flies with fond enthuſiaſm 
to the ſanctuary of her divinity :—ſhrieks _ 
—faints—recovers !—her charming idol, like 
Dagon, lies daſhed in ſhivers at her feet 
What impious hand performed this direful deed? 
Who flew the God of refefionf—Was it my 
Lord, juſtly jealo.is of this form able rival 
having ſtolen away the heart of his lady? Was 
it the grim viſaged Governante, who in a fit 
of fury daſhed the mirror to pi ces, for telling 
her that all her dimples were wrinkles, that 
ſpectacles added no luſtre to her eyes, and 
rouge lent no beauty to her cheeks? No—it 
was—Nobouy ! 


« Pit 


2 Plots and conſpiracies are formed—no 
where: Treaſon is diſcovered—not to exiſt: 
The Church, King, Conſtitution are in danger 
— from nothing: the nation is alarmed, all 
Europe is alarmed, the whole world is alarmed 1 
And who hath alarmed them ?—Nobody ! 


„ Seats in Parliament are bought and fold 
Places and Penfions—by Nobody. Titles are | 
laviſhed upon the moſt worthleſs of men, and 
S open Gs banks of prbautilg 
zealots—by Nobody? 


* Who breaks the ten commandments? No- 
body! Who keeps them? Nobody | * Aye 

| there's the rab: Nobody is as innocent as he 
| is guilty of all the crimes alledged againſt bs: 
| are only guilty. 


*I could fill more volumes than have been 

2 bare enumeration of the deeds which I never 
did, the fins which I never committed, the laws 
| Which 1 never broke, and the duties which I 
s | M g never 
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never tranſgrefſed, yet theſe, all theſe have 
deen laid to my account! Even Balaam's afs, 
finking under the mercilefs cudgel of his maſter, 
found a tongue to rebuke the prophet for his 
cruelty, and ſhall I, when injured, abuſed and 
 Infulted beyond what Any body can endure, - 
de refuſed the privilege of complaint? 
natured world, that I am determined no longer |} 
to ſuffer its impertinence and injuſtice: parti- 
| eularly .2s I have, after a long laborious re- 

* ſearch, at length diſcovered, and will expoſe tio 
public ridicule and public reſentment, the lurk- 
ing villain, who from the Birthday of Time to | 
chief in my name. It is my mortal enemy, | 
my everlaſting accuſer, —that fly, intriguing, | 
guilty of all the wickedneſs under the fun, and * 
ſcorning to criminate himſelf or flander the 
chaſte reputation of his neighbour, very pru- | 
deni lays the blame on 
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Eruptions of Mount Veſuvius, the pious inha- 


bitants of Naples lifted up their voices to the 


| Head of Saint Januarius, and earneſily implored 
ĩt to fave them from the threatened deſtructlon 


The facred Skull was borne about in triumph 


\ beſt abilities to fave its Worſhippers from ruin. 
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WHEN mad Veſuvius ſtormed and thundered; 
So loud that Naples could not reſt, 
Aloof the people ſtood and wondered, 
The hardeſt hearts began to fail, | 
And long the broadeſt faces grew; 
The plumpeſt purple noſe turned pale, 
And every cheek looked blue. 
Turned in a moment white and ſober ; 
The parſon, preaching in the church, 
Flew off and left his audience in the lurch; 
For had his reverence ſtayed to pray, | 
The 
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The pretty Nuns, for huſbands whining, 
(Renouncing Satan and his works) 
All thought themſelves in Styx immerging; 
The dove eyed Monks on turtle dining, 
Which made them. bellow to the bleſſed 
Virgin: 


But all their piety was ſcarcely able 

To keep the plates and glaſſes on the table. 
The hangman trembled at the gallows, 

| The cunning culprit flipped the nooſe ; 

And Majeſty looked like a gooſe. 

From every Courtier's lying tongue; 

Even Miniſters were rouzed at laſt, 

And ſtared moſt frightfully aghaſt ! 
Prayers, curſes, vows and oaths all mingled, 
Terror through every boſom tingled ; 

For, oh! what fans were unforgiven ! | 


Madonna would not hear: 
Veſuvius, ſpite of all their lamentation, 


With bawling on the Virgin Mary; 
The Virgin Mary fick in bed, 
Or what is much more likely—dead / 
They then reſolved, with throats full ſore, 
Never to court the deaf old lady. more ; 
© But, in this urgency precarious. 

Invoke the head of Januarius : 
Unfettered with a load of brains; | 
Fit mankon for an angel gueſt ! 
ut fitter for a ſpider's neſt! ! 


The good Archbiſhop, on his naked knees, 
Thus prayed unto the pate : 
© Good Head of Januarius, if you pleaſe, 
& Ariſe and fave our ruined ſtate: 
«© Yon awful mountain, armed with thunder, 
© Fours forth defiruRion every minute. 
+ Moſt 
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1 Moft gracious Saint ! I ſhould not wonder, 

ff forty thouſand devils were in it 

« Riſe, * and caſt out all their le- 
„ gions* | 

ol . 

He pauſed; the people ſtared with wonder ment; 

The head was. flent—filence gives con/ent.! 


The good Archbiſhop reared 
The venerable Head on high, 
Which verily appeared 
Fierce as a comet in the ſky: 
But though it frowned, and ſcowled, and 
looked ſo big, 
That all the people quaked for dread, 
Veſuvius did not care a fig, 
Which monſtrouſiy provoked the head! | 


As on the brazen ſerpent gazed, 

The ſons of Iſrael much amazed, 
Upon the head, with faith moſt ſtrong ; 
Though not quite ſtrong enough, d'ye ſee? 
To hurl the mountain headlong in the ſea ! 


At 
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At length, with facred phrenzy fired, 

Mad as a fury, as a faint inſpired, 

The Head exalted o'er the croud, 

Then to the burning mountain ſpake aloud : 

Though not a ſoul upon the ground, 

With ears of fleſh and blood, 

Dull, vulgar organs, worſe than wood, 
Could hear the myſtic found! 

Juſt as twas uttered word for word: 7 

But hold, the's out of breath—and rhyme ! 

Well have the /pel! another time | 


PART Il 


THUS to Veſuvius Mount, in labour, 
Spake Januarias, like a neighbour: 

* Hold thy tongue, thou haughty hill, 
& Peace, proud mountain! peace, be ſtill! 
* Boil the ocean, ſhake the ſhore ? 

« Like a cat, whom boys aſſail, 
& With a firebrand at her tail, | 
Spitting, ſcreaming, ſcratchirg, ſwearing, 
c Bouncing, biting, tumbling, tearing : 
Or ſome bull, of giant ſize, 

% Front of thunder, lightning eyes; 

c Round a ſtake by butchers rated, 

« And by dogs on all ſides baited, 

«© Some he toſſes, ſome he gores, 

« While he foaus, and fights, and roars. 
c Ceaſe, Veſuvius! ceaſe thy riot, 
% Pry'thee, neighbour, do be quiet; 


s Put 


3 


« Put thy night-cap on thy head, 
« Put it on and go to bed!“ 


The ſoothing Saint the mountain thus adare ſſed; 
Veſuvius laughed, and ſwore he would not reſt ; 


But burſt and thunder night and day, 
Till he thundered all his gripes away. 
In ſolemn truth this was no frolic, 
Veſuvius, Sirs, had got the cholic, 
And in his hollow bewels rumbling, 


Tormenting guſts of wind were grumbling, 


Juſt like the ſound of corporation bellies, 


Vearning for cuſtards, ſyllabubs and jellies ! 


The facred Skull now flew into a paſſion, 


* By the Pope's moſt holy toe! 

& By his crowns in tripple row 

4 By his power infallible ! 

*© By his keys of Heaven and Hell | 
« By the bleſſed Virgin Mary, 

& Chaſte as butter from the dairy | 
* By the Manger and the Stable, 

% Brought by angels (ſays the fable) 
« From Judza through the air 

6. To. Loretto, landed there, 
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« And a gorgeous palace built, 
“ Rich, immenſely rich—with guilt! * 
« By that Afs, who, when alive, 

&« Had but four legs, now has fve/ + 

«© By that finger moſt anointed, 

« Wherewith John the Baptiſt pointed ! * 
«© By that wond'rous tongue, which ſet, 
Could catch fiſhes like a net! 


« By 


e The Virgin hath a moſt ſumptuous country-ſeat at Loretto, 
where ſhe lives in all the pump of Diana of Epheſus, and moſt 


| graciouſly receives all the rich prefents brought by her bumble 


devotees, who flock to her levee from all quarters, laden with 


+ Five different Churches ew aleg a piece of the Aſs where» 
on Chriſt rode to Jeruſalem ! 


| rue Finger of John the Baptiſt is to this day preſerved in a 
| vial, and works many figns and wonders; but, in the preſent 


F When St. Anthony preached on the fſea-ſhore, the Fiſhes 
poppe their ipeckled notes above wate!, and flept as devoutly 
during divine ſervice as any audience in Chriſtendom. 


By that conſecrated ſkull, 

«& Which laboured and brought forth—a 
cc mole! ® | 

« By the legs and ribs of dogs! 

By the ſnouts and teeth of hogs! 

« By the tails and paws of cats! 

By the marrow bones of rats! 

s Which the pious, in all ages, 

« Worſhipped as the limbs of ſages : 

« Faith they were not much miſtaken, 

es Saints are cured like beef and bacon, 

* And ed chroſtle 
Js as good as an apoſtle ! 


« By | 

* At village, in Baty, ſome time ago, a ſexton, digging 3 
grave, threw up a dry ſka wich, to his utter aſtoniſhment, 
begia to tumble about, and ſhew figns of life. He ran atzhaſt 


to tell the clerk, the clerk fla w inform the par ſun, the parſon 


whipped on his boots and ure, and palloped off to the biſhopꝰ 
palace, leavin” word for the bells t be rung. The biſhop in- 
ftaniÞ put himſelf at the head of all the priefts, monks, nuns, 
in gran proceſſion to the cathe1al, where they Cepufited the 
precious relic ou the al ar. and began to fay maſs. Wren all the 
Kknave- in the parith had aſſembled to laugh, and all ite fuuls to 
wonder, lo} ia the mi.ft of the awful folemmty, fon ih, trom 
- the cranny of te ſkull, W e one h. d ſtuod a guodly nuſe; 
peeped—a Mole, and ſque as much as to fay, Go on, 
& good folks, it is only me |! 1” 
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«< By the myſtic nuptial yows, 

« Of ſtate husband and church ſpouſe; 
& In whoſe /elf-denying marriage, 
& Every birth is a miſcarriage ! 


% Biſhops, cardinals and prieſts, 


% Tithes, eſtabliſhments and teſts, 

&« Church and State, thrice happy pair! 
«© Theſe thy ſons and daughters are! 
« By the right divine of Kings! 


By a million ſuch Like things! 


s By the People's antient right 
& To ſweat and toil with all their mightF 
c With miſery and misfortune broke, 
4 To beat the billows, bear the yoke, 
« With raging thirſt midſt fountains burn, 
% And beg the very bread they earn! 
« By veils of veſtal Nuns demure ! 
« By cowls of Monks I thee adjure! 
« By Pilgrims flippers filled with peaſe } 
« By Hermits faſting on fat geeſe! 
« By mitres and by fleeves of lawn 
4 By Curates' ruſty coats—in pawn ! 
« By rich men's ſmiles, by poor men's tears 
&« By Vice”. hopes, by Virtue's fears! 
„By Dives teaſting with his wh—e! 

N « By 
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«© By Lazarus dying at his door! 
„ By Folly reeling drunk at noon ! 
« By Merit wailing to the moon! 
« By pampered Villainy carefſed ! 
By ſtarving Honeſty diſtreſſed ! 
y Infidelity at court! 
«© By poor Religion, fortune”s ſport ! | 
* Now laſt, but not the leaſt divine, 
By this grave Loggerhead of mine, 
J do adjure thee once again O, 
«© Hold thy peace thou mad Volcano! 
& Or by all theſe ſacred things, 
« Popes, Prieſts, Cardinals and Kings ! 
I ſend thee to thy reckoning ftraight, 
e With all thy fins upon thy pate!” 


But though he bawled till he was tired, 
Still black Veſuvius from his crater, 
Spat fire and brimſtone at the ſun, 
And rivers of ſulphureous matter, 
From every fide in blazing torrents run. 


Now fuddenly the mountain ſhot, 
A ftorm of pumice ſtones red hot, 
Full at his teverend noſe! 
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The frighted People ran like Tartars, 

Veſuvius pelted them like Martyrs, 

Aud dealt to every back its thare of blows. 
Thus forely preſſed, themſelves and Saint from 

Were ſaved by heels and not by faith | 


V. 
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os it is, that I not unfrequently conſume many 


isse 
-Hiortals who ſpend a deal of time about trifles; 
a a circumſtance, whether arifing from habit or 
fome conſtitutional .defet, I cannot fay ; but 


hours of 'a day in my garden, ſometimes in 
analyzing the different ſpecies of flowers, ſome- 


ment of the ſpade. 
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turn, to commence author. Without much he- 


No. XVIII. THE WHISPERER. 149 
ec Tt was in this laſt occupation I yeſterday 
became tired, with what an idle fellow would 
call hard working ; and, in conſequence, re- 
tired into my parlour, and throwing my wearied 
limbs upon an old-faſhioned ſofa, I yielded to 
ſhort, I fell aſleep; and, by the power of fancy, 
ſoon found myſelf in a far diſtant country, and 
in a ſituation that admitted of. no other alterna- 
tive than returning immediately, or otherwiſe 
making the tour of the iſland (for ſuch I after- 
wards found it) in order, traveller-like, at my re- 


fitation, I choſe the latter, and having procured a 
we ſet out, but had not travelled far, before I 
congratulated my ſelf on the choice of a compa- 
nion. The ſhrewdneſs of his remarks, the per- 
tinancy of his anſwers, and an affiduous atten- 


ter ing A , | | : 


_ + After much diſcourſe on a variety of ſub- 
jects, I next turned my thoughts to thoſe ob- 
jects the moſt engaging to travellers; and, on 
N 3 | enquiry, 


"x THE WHISPERER. 


| No. XVItt. 
enquiry, found there was only one curiofity in 


the country, but fuch as would gratify all the 


virtuoſos in the univerſe, and that we were in 
the direct road to it; being, by this time, at 
the end of a ſpacious plain, terminated by a 


| wood of large extent, which I immediately en- 


tered by a very inviting avenue. This my 


guide, in order to magnify the importance of 
his ſervices, had ſuffered me to do; but he ſoon 


reconducted me to an opening of far leſs at- 


time, of my narrow eſcape from the Golden 
Cate and Pleaſant Aſcent. Near to this gate 1 


plainly perceived a ſmoke of aromatic flavour, 


accompanied with a certain magnetic influence. 


« We now continued our journey up hill, 


through a zig-zag by-path, covered with briars 
and underwood, and the trees ſo thick and in- 


terwoven above as to exclude the light of 


heaven. After much fatigue, we at length 
came to a ſmall open lawn, where ſtood a lofty 
elm, to which was affixed a kind of orcheſtra, 


mounted, and my guide, by the afiftance of 2 
| hey 


aſcended by a flight of fleps. Theſe we | 
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key, opened a ſmall box in the front, where we 


found ſome re freſhments of very exhilarating 


quality. Next, by the help of a perſpective glaſs, 
we clearly perccived, oa the other - fide of the 
wall, an extenfive pleaſure ground, and an ob- 
lique view of the Celden Cate, from which, in 
a direct line towards a high mount, where ſtood 
a ſuperb palace, aroſe a gradual-afcent of white 
marble ſteps, of prodigious breadth, ſupported. 
on each fide, the whole length, by a noble ba- 
luſtrade of cedar wood, overlaid with gold. 


« On either fide were pleaſure- grounds laid 


out in the greateſt taſte, and occupied by a 


number of people, ſauntering about in all di- 
rections; whereas thoſe on the marble ſteps 
were all verging upwards tow.Jrds the palace : 
ſome were progreffive, whilſt others were little 
more than ſtationary, though all keeping their 
faces in one and the fame direction. Moſt of 
thoſe near the the Golden Cate were employed 
in burning ſomething in pots, which, I learned, 
was nothing elſe than the incenſe of their own 


eſtimation. This accounts for the ſmoke al- 


luded to. 


Proceeding 
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« Proceeding on our journey, we at length 
came to a level with the palace. Here we per- 
ceived the end of the marble ſteps and pleafure- 
grounds; both of which were terminated by a 

large folding gate, covered with laurel and ivy 

of very luxuriant growth, and correſponding 
with a high tutret-wall. This was called the 
Gate of Vanity, and many entered it, contrary | | 
to a ſuppoſition I had already formed. The pa- 

3 of which we now had a near and compre- 1 
henfive view, was grand and majeſtic, and con- 
ſi ſled of many orders. Indeed, for brilliancy 1 
and magnificence, it exceeded all deſcription.— 

In the front were a number of individuals walk- 
ing to and fro in an eaſy and dignified attitude. |. 
They had on veſtures of different colours and 

texture; and only in one inſtance reſembled 
each other; namely, in having green garlands 
on their brows, though ſome of theſe appeared 
evidently to be much withered. Many of them 
were paſſing in and out, as if inmates of the 
| palace. 
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« Having, by this time, paſſed the outer 
court-gate of this magnificent firucture, we 
| foon entered a finall wicket-door, in the 
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northern front, and fouad ourſelves in a ſpa- 
cious paſſage, extending from the back to the 


front door; the latter ol which ſeeme large, and 
over- grown with flouriſhing ever - greens, with 
which all the different proieſſors of this place, 
who entered by the wicket-door, were crowned, 
after having paſſed through their reſpective de- 
partments of fcience. On looking to my right, 
perceived a door, over which was the follow- 
ing ſuperſcription :—The Schoas! for Phyfic — 


| Bleſs me, thought I, is all this magnificence 


we came into an extenſire lobby, communi- 
cating with many other departments through 
the medium of other doors, over which were 
other ſuperſcriptions, ſuch as, Auatomical De- 
partment, Surgical Department, ani ſo going on 
through all the various branches of Phyſic. 


« On entering the firſt of theſe places, I was 


ſtruck with the grand and beautiful appearance 


of a Goddeſs, elevated on a throne. cn the op- 
poſite fide of the hall, who, deſcending thence, 
complimented us on our arrival ; and, among ſt 
many other things, congratulated me on kav- 
ing avoided the Calden Cate and Pheaſant Aſcent, 

| and 
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and obſerved, I had been extremely fortunate 
in the choice of a guide. Whilſt the Goddeſs 
and my companion were in converfation, as I 
ſuppoſe:!, on the ſubject of our viſit, I began to 
look about me. The firſt thing which attract- 
ed my attention was the following motto, in- 
ſcribed in large capitals on the front of the 
throne :—Man, hnow thyſelf. Againſt one of 
the larze pillars of the hall was a tablet, on 
which was engraven the following inſcription: 
taught here. The Goddeſs now preſented me 
with an epitome of the nature of this inſtitu- 
tion, denominated——The College of Truth —— 
There are nine fiſters of us,” ſays the, 
* whoſe province it has always been to preſide 
over and foſter the Genii of Knowledge; but 
obſerving, with deep concern, notwithſtanding 
our exertions, that error and groſs darkneſs 
pervaded the great bulk of mankind ; to obviate 
theſe we reſolved to concentrate our endea- 
vours, and give greater energy to our hay, 
by building a College, in which many eminent 

Pw of vol n 
civilized and enlightened. After ſome time, 
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in the midſt of our purſuits, a violent tempeſt 
aroſe in the north, which ſpread ruin and de- 
vaſtation throughout the civilized world; and 
our College was ſwept away in the general 


wreck, with moſt of the documents and cu- 


ſprang a race of monſters (the hiſtory of which 
I ſhall give you in a more proper place) who 
were continually retarding the rebuilding of 


hath long been nearly completed. A variety 
of circumſtances contributed to effect this; 
ſuch as long truces, or certain advantages ob- 
tained from the enemy, either from fear or 
weakneſs. This cruel foe, however, bath lately 
vigour than uſual ; occaſioned no leſs from tak-_ 
ing a number of foreigners of their own ſpecies 
into pay, than ſome improvement in the ſcience 


ol taQtics; particularly in the uſe of their great 


when either our workmen are buſy or when 
the proteſſors are lecturing; infomuch, that 
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they are obliged to deſiſt immediately, for fear 
of the whole i:bric ceming down about their 


ears.” 


The Geddeſs next proceeded to inform 


me re ſpecting ſome peculiarities attendant on 
admiſfon. There are two modes of matri- 
culation—one by the front, the other by the 
back-door ; the latter poſſeſſing advantages far 
ſuperior to the former. To illuſtrate this,” 
continues the Goddeſs, at the fame time taking 
from her boſom a imall microſcope, * thoſe 


a thouſand times magnified through this glaſs; 


whereas thoſe who enter by the front door will 


receive no advantage, Hut, to many, objects 
will appear magnified in an inverſe ratio. To 
account for this ſtrange phænomenon, ſome 
have attempted, from ac: idental cauſes ; fuch 
as the ſmoke ariſin from the incenſe pots on 
the marble ſteps, an'! which thoſe who enter 
by the front-door ate obliged to paſs. Some are 
of opinion, the ivy and laurel, which thoſe 
who enter the Gate of Vanity are apt to pluck, 
and wear on their oreheads, a ter withering, 
emit ſome particles very delctericus to the 
fight. 
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who enter by the back-door will view objects 


No. XVII., THE WHISPERER. ny 


fight. Others will have it that a continued ex- 
poſure to the ſun-beams reflected from the front 
of the palace, conduces much to this effect. 
To prove the utility of this glaſs,” adds the, 
thoſe to whom it is of no advantage for ever 
remain under-graduates ;. whereas, on the con- 
trary, the profeſſors ſprung from a different 
deſcription.” 


« Paſſing on more within the centre of the 
hall, we obſerved a large table of uncommon con- 
ſtru tion, ſurrounded by a number of profeſſors” 
chairs, on which were engraved the names of 
their reſpective owners. Above theſe were alſo 
circular benches, elevated one above another, 
quite in the amphitheatric ſtile. 4 This,” ſays 
the Goddeſs, is our Anatomical School, and 
| here the different profeſſors, under my auſpices, 

read lectures at certain hours of the day. We 
begin with man phyſically, then morally, and 
afterwards politically ; tor we are well perſuad- 
ed, this knowledge is of ſo much importance, 

when once acquired, that all o her kinds will 

_ eaſily follow; notwithſtanding, this doctrine 
bur ill accords with the ſentiments of you Eu- 
ropeans, who commit the culture of this ſtudy 
O to 
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to a few individuals, whoſe qualifications are 
either deſective, or whom paſſion or prejudice 
render incompetent to ſuch a taſk.” 


The Goddeſs next opened a pair of large 
folding doors, occupying one fide of the hall, 
where was their muſeum, conſiſting chiefly of 
anatomical preparations, piled up in the greateſt 
order, as to the different and reſpective parts of 
the budy. | 


1 The brain principally occupied our atten- 
tion. It conſiſted almoſt entirely of ſmall glands, 
whoſe office was to fecrete a fine ſubtil matter 
to be depoſited in the centre of the pineal gland, 
in a cyſt of peculiar texture. The reſt of this 
gland, and which appeared, by the aid of a ſe- 
cond microſcope, fo be as large as the dome of 
St. Paul's, conſiſted of a number of chambers, 
fuch as thoſe of Perception, Memory, Reflefiion, 
Credulity and Hypocriſy. 


« The chamber of Perception was oblong, and 
attached in the form of a veſlibule to that of 
Memory and Reflcfion. The entrance into it 
was by a door of peculiar conſtruction, having 
a latchet 
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a latchet that correſponded with all the organs 
of ſenſe; any of which, by the power of ſym- 
pathy, were capable of opening it. On the 
door poſts not unfrequently grew a couple of 
fungous excreſcences, that prevented the door 
from being opened, without the application of 
ſome violent ſtimulu:. The one of theſe is 
called Prejucice, and the other Superſtition, — 
The beſt remedies againſt theſe, are a fiequent 


uſe of the door, and the ah lic tion of a certain 


phoſphorus refracted from the chamber of Re- 


flection. We found nothing elle remark ie 


in this department, fave an uncommon deze 
of tranſparency, variegated chiefly with tavte 


elongation of that of Perception, and now ne- 
ceffarily came into view. On its ſides was 
laid a kind of mortar or Paris-plaiſter of conſi- 
derable thickneſs, indented by a vaſt number of 
figures or hieroglyphics. It is the nature of 
this mortar to grow harder by age; therefore, 
thoſe impreſſions laſt made are generally the 
fainteſt. Hence the reaſon why old people 

O 2 retain 


retain better in their memory things done in 
youth or the prime of life than in old age. 


« Sideways of this, and through a glaſſy tran- 
Jparent medium, was the chamber of Reflection; 
which differed nothing from the laſt, except in 
the particular only of every thing being invert- 
ed. When the powers of reflection are in ac- 


mortar, and irradiates the chamber of Memory. 
In ſhort, there is evidently a great coincidence 
in the functions of theſe two reſpective cham- 
bers: and, beſides, there is another peculiarity 


what had been termed thinking men, theſe 
chambers nearly occupied the whole gland. 


« Adjoining to the chamber of Memory, but at 
a conſiderable diſtance from thoſe of Perception 
and Refleftion, was the chamber of Credulity.— 
It was large and well ſtored ; but, for the life 
| of me, I cannot deſcribe one-tenth of what I 


attending them, which is, as they become 


ably diſtended ; fo that, in ſome preparations of 
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having communication with the organs of hear - 
ing, and the other with thoſe of fight, The 
firſt things preſenting themſelves on our en- 
trance, were a number of very frightful objects, 
painted ag1inſt the fide ; ſuch as ſpectres, ap- 
paritions, hobgoblins, witches, and a long 
et cetera. At a diſtance from theſe were others 
of a more agreeable form, particularly one, 
which was an elderly gentleman, ſeated in a 

| kind of tiate chair, with four-and-twenty at- 
tendants. He had on a three crowned hat and 
purple regalia. From his mouth ifſued forth a 
tion :—Crecds, bulls, cenſures, premunires, excom- = 
munications, inter difts, c. In one hand was a 
packet, with indulgences written thereon, and a 
cringing mortal in the act of receiving them. 
In the other hand was another packet of large 
magnitude, bearing this inſcription :— The price 
| of her wares. This another ſervile object was 
in the act of delivering. Of the names of 
| theſe two, one was Secular and the other Re- 
gular. In another part of the room we ob- 
ſerved a perſon in the midſt of a crowd; whe- 
| ther gathered together from the phy ſical ap- 
peatance or oratory of the man, but he actu- 
3 : ally 
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fallible noſtrums, &c. and receiving ſomething 
in return. Not far from hence were placed a 
number of gamblers, jugglers, ſwindlers and 
the like, playing off a thouſand arts and de- 
were a number of inferior objects, too tedious to 


this chamber is, that if it is ſmall or great the | 


reſt will be inverſely proportionate. 


_ & Next to this, and at a conſiderable diſtance, 
was the chamber of Hypecrify, ſituated beneath 
notwithſtanding we had a good view of the in- 
terior part; which apparently was hung round 
with a white ſatin tapeſtry, bedewed with a 
fine fragrant oil, conſtantly exuding from its 
 furface. This oil is very grateful to the animal 
ſpirits, but, when long expoſed to its influence, 
"the brain becomes intoxicated, and the heart 
not unfrequently ſwelled to a prodigious bulk. 
From this, and the chamber of Credulity, de- 
ſcended two ſmall tubes; the one to the greater 
and the other to the leſs cavity of the heart — 

This 
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This department was quite empty, except the 
fine exhalations iſſuing from the oil. 


„The Goddeſs having touched che tapeſtry by 
a magic- wand, the ſcene was inſtantly reverſed, 
for now appeared crocodiles, ferpents, daggers, 
wollsbane, and every other kind of polion; 


and, inſtead of the fine oil, a moſt putrid ſtench 


ied forth inſomuch that we hurried on to 
the next ſhelf, on which were a number of 
compound, preparations, ſuch as the brain and 
the heart, with: their natural connections and 
appendages. The firſt we examined was one 
of the popes of Rome, and after expreffing my 
ſurpriſe that his holineſs had not been better 
taken care of; my guide laconically whiſpering 
me in the ear, reminded me of the old adage. - 
Every thing is to be had for moncy. Beſides,” 
adds he, © there were. formerly no Engliſn 
guards at Rome.” This hint proved a home 
ſtroke, for the bluſhing and confuſion that en- 
ſued was ſufficiently indicative of what nation 
gave me birth. After a flight apology from my 
companion we adverted to the mechaniſm of 
| this preparation, viz. the head and heart. — 
The convexity of the latter was finooth, and 
blood 
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| blood coloured and the texture hard, and 


without the leaſt elaſticity. On opening it we 
ſaw the great cavity communicating with the 


chamber of Fypccriſy in the pineal gland, fo 


large as nearly to obliterate its adjoining cavity: 
there alſo was fome of the fine oil, fimilar to 
that found in the chamber of ye. 


« On looking up to the pineal gland we found 


it ſtrangely  difproportioned by the prevailing 


bulk of the chamber of Hypocr:/y. Contiguous 


to this, as if twin-preparations, was that of a. 


courtier; but being nothing diſſimilar from the 


laſt, ſave in the circumſtance of abounding 


more with refined oil in the great cavity of 


the heart, and its corieſponding chamber in the 


pineal gland; we paſſed on to a French prepa- 
ration of the vear 1789. Heie all the cham- 


The cavities of the heart were ſinall, and its 


circumſtance was obſervable in this preparatioa, 
which was a ſmall tube going off from the 


pineal gland, downwards towards the ſtomach, 
and expanding itſelf on the internal ſurface of 
1 that 


bers were uniform, and nearly equal in bulk, 
except that of Credulity, being very fmall.— - 
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that organ, whoſe office was to ſtimulate the 
whole gland in conjunction with the brain.— 
This ſtimulating principle aroſe from the a tive 
powers of a certain juice prevalent ja the ſte- 
mach in caſes of hunger and want. The Ger- 
man and Spaniſh preparations were ſimilar in 
the chamber of Credulity, poſſeſſing neacly the 
ſpace of che whole gland. A Dutch prepara- 
tion diiF:red only from the laſt, in the parti- 
cular of being more yellow, eſpecially in the 


cavities of the heart and the pineal gland, a 


circumſtance that confirmed me in opinion, 
that this colour is peculiar to the nature of a 


« A favourite dog of mine at this moment, ne 
doubt conſcious of my having exceeded my uſual 
nap, ſet up a whining howl, which immedi- 
ately awoke nie ia ſome con ſuſion; but after 2 
moment ry recolle&ion I found all a Dream. = 


„ NUGATOR.” 
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No. XIX. 
Thur ſesy, Octe ber 2, 1796. 
Fr ogments of the Journal of DEATH. 


« Wait the great Teacher Death,” | | 
Po? EZ. 


Doctor tarwins tnely pres 
ſented me with a moſt extraordinary manu- 
fcript, which my facetious friend gravely afſur- 
ed me was a genuine Fragment of the Journal 
of DEATH ; written by that awful hand which 
levels monarchs with the duſt, hurls empires 
from their foundations, and converts the whole 
globe into one ſepulchre. This precious lite» 
rary relic was found by the parſon under an 
ancient yew-tree, as he fat meditating among 
the tombs; and was probably dropped, acci- 
dentally, by his Majeſty of Terrors in his 
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flight, a few evenings ago, acroſs the church- 
yard. Should the ghaſtly monarch amuſe him · 
ſelf, occaſionally, with reading the lucubra- 


| tions of the Whiſperer, betore he finally con- 


ſigns them to the library of Oblivion, he will 
hereby be informed where he may recover his 


| ſtrayed manuſcript; which 1 thus publicly 
and folemnly promiſe to reſtore to che rightful 
| owner, whenever his fable majeſty ſhall con- 


deſccnd to demand it. 


I] entertain fo high a veneration of Doctor 


| Lapwing's character and veracity, that I durſt 
not tor a moment doubt the truth of his ac- 
count, or the authenticity of this curious ma- 


nuſcript. I, therefor , aſked no queſtions for 


| conſcience ſike, but, me kly ſubſtituting faith 


for conviction, received the aſſertions of my 


orthodox friend for goſpel: indeed, he antici- 
pated all my enquiries efore they were made, 


filenced m doub betore the exiſted, and 
confured ai) my object ons te ore I attempted 
to adva ce them. The mana cript is written 
on fine tran parent vellum, which the ] 'oftor 
proved by an hoſt of phy ſical and ph lo oph cal 
arguments, to be human ſkin, peculiarly pre- 

pared 
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pared far the purpoſe. The characters are 
large, rude and miſhapen; but my ingenious 
friend, who wears ſpectac les, and fees with the 
microſcopic eye of an antiquarian beſides, 
as clearly difcovers in every ſtroke the reſem- 
blance of bones, as an aſtronomer views ſeas, 
rivers and mountains in the mcon; commas 
he proves to be fingers and tces, full points 
are ſkulls, and every letter repreſents ſome of 
the bones of a fkcleton, which he arranges 
and combines with marvellous fl ard facility. 


The ink, in general, is of a pale yellow or 


| fo dim, that the characters are nearly obli- 
terated, but thoſe of a later date wear a more 
freſh and ruddy complexion :, from theſe phe- 


 nomena the Doctor concludes that the whole 


is written in Sead. 
J liften and admire in filence, while the elo- 
quent Doctor waſtes his lungs in preaching on 
this venerable text; on which he laviſhes more 
learning and logic thin upon the moſt dark and 
inexplicable paſſage in Scripture : indeed, his 
reaſoning on this ſubject is fo ſubtle, that I 
could 


ruſty brown colour: the early pages are grown 


= 98 


terials, which my readers, no doubt, already 


—four—five—fix - — Again?! —— The 
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could more eafily check the career of the wind 
| thanreſiſt its force; and his arguments are no 
lefs incontrovertible than they are incompre- 


The manuſcript begins and ends abruptly, 


containing no connected narrative; but merely 


couſiſting of a ſeries of anecdotes and obſerva- 
tions oddly jumbled together, like the links of 
a broken chain, without order or method. 
Some of the leaves are entirely wanting, others 
torn, blotted or mildewed; with frequent 
blanks, ftars and daſhes interſperſed through- 
out the whole. From this crude chaos of ma- 


conceive to be an invaluable cabinet of curiofi- 
ties, I ſhall occaſionally ſelect a few remark- 
able extracts for their entertainment and in- 
ſtruction. The following I prefent for this 
week's amuſement. 


One —two—three ! — Ha!] a pauſe! 


fage phyſician ſhook his awful head, and the 
P ſhivering 


270 
ſhivering hawthorn, into the ghaſtly face of 
the patient. Have you made your will, 
« Sir?” interrogated the learned doctor, pul- 
ling out his golllen time-piece, and caſting an 
ominous look towards the window. The mo- 
rofyllable « Yes” vibrated between the pa. 
tient's quivering lips. Have you made your 


peace with God?” again rejoined the doctor, 


in a voice deep as a funeral knell. and returning 
his watch into his fob. A black cloud paſſed 
over every countenance as he pronounced theſe 
folemn words: the wife, the children, and the 


relatives of the dying man hid their faces with 


their handkerchiefs, and began to fob aloud; 
they ſoon burſt out, and ſhook the chamber 
with an hurricane of lamentations. The ſuf- 
ferer alone ſeemed unconcerned : he raiſed his 
head from the pillow, fixed his fading eyes upon 


the doctor, and gently preffing his hand on his 


boſom, an empty ſhell, which never bore the 
kernel of an honeſt heart! he whiſpered, in 
finking accents: © Sir! I have had the honour 
to live a gentleman in this world, and hope to 
be treated with politeneſs in the nent! As 
the laſt word expired on his tongue, I broke the 
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golden bowl and looſed the ſilver cord. His 


| ſoul, which was one of the leaſt I ever beheld, 
| 1 carefully conſigned to a truſty page, with po- 
| fitive orders to convey it to the genteeleſt lodg- 
ings in my ſubterranean palace. 


« N. B. His lady was inconſolable during 


| bis illneſs: the moment his eyes were ſealed in 


death ſhe dried her tears; and, leaving the care 
of his funeral to the ſervants, reconciled he:ſelf 
to the loſs of one husband by marrying another, 
before the former was cold in his grave. 


© As 1 flew out of this gentleman's window, 
I chanced to caſt mine eyes towards the eaſt, 


and, perceiving an immenſe multitude of people- 


aſſembled on the coaſt of Malabar, I glanced 
away, ſwift as the light of the morning, to the 
place : where, as I hovered in the air, I beheld 
mighty preparations for the ſacrifice of a young 
widow, who was going to immolate herſelf, 
that ſhe might accompany the ghoſt of her 
husband, whom I had lately viſited, on his 
journey to Mahomet's paradiſe.» When all 
things 
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things were in readineſs, and the corpſe of her 
late ſpouſe bad been placed on the funeral pile, 
the lovely victim was led forth by the Bramins: 
a ſoſt melancholy dimmed the luſtre of her 
 downcaſt eyes, and ſpread a faint cloud over her 
beauteous countenance. All gazed in filence : 
me approached the fatal altar: ſhe pauſed— 


towards me, a ſigh, a ſoft pathetic ſigh, ſtole 
from her palpitating heart. I was melted with 
compaſſion, and felt the full force of beauty, 
all. eloquent, in diftreſs! T was the firſt time 
I ever ſpared a victim ſince the creation—for 
the firſt time Death relented! Caſting mine 
eyes around, I ſaw the Angel of thunder, borne 
on the chariot of the whirlwind, all wrapt in 
clouds and tempeſts, graſping ten thouſand ar- 
roy lightnings in his hand. To him I beckon- 
ed; and, pointing to the ſcene of murder, 
juſt as the enthuſiaſtic Bramins were aſſiſting 
the trembler to mount the funeral pile, the 
mighty Angel bent his bow, and, diſcharging 
his fiery darts, amid a craſh of thunder that 
ſhook earth, air and ocean, ſtruck the fanatic 
prieſts all black and lifeleſs on the ſpot. The 

multitude 


and gently lifting her tearful, trembling eyes 
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multitude ſtood aghaſt one moment; but hail, 
wind and lightning affailing them, they fled 
like deer before the hunters; and the fortu- 
nate widow eſcaped to the cottage of her pa- 
rents among the mountains. 


« P. S. The prieſts, in all ages and all na- 
| tions, have been my faithful journeymen: I 
done me greater ſervices! 
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Fragments of the Journal of DEATH. 
(conTinuetD.) | 


Tie Bleſings of the Gaming Table. 


TT H an engage 
ment to ſpend a jovial evening at a celebrated 
gaming table, kept by a prieſteſs of Venuz, at A 
the weſt end of the capital of Great Britain, I * | 
relieved, with all convenieat expedition, many 
thouſands of my patients, in various parts of 
life: and having laboured, with indefatigable 
diligence, rill I had anticipated at leaft fix hours 
work, I gave the world and myſelf a breathing, 


1 
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and, during the interval, poſted away to the 
place of my aſſignation. 


Here I found a brilliant congregation of 
Lords and Ladies, a curious ſpecics of non- 
deſcript animals, of ambiguaus breed, dif- 
tinguiſhed from the common herd of my ſub- 
jects by the elegant diſſipation of their lives, 
the poliſhed hypocriſy of their manners, and 
the delicate debility of their perſons. They 
have carried their vices to ſuch an exquiſite 
pitch of refinement, that they wear the re- 
ſemblance of virtues ; they have ſoftened adul- 
tery into gallantry, and melted down murder - 
into an affair of honour : the ſeduction of 
beauty, the ruin of innocence, recommend a 
young nobleman for.ever to the favours of the 


fair ſex; while the lady, who hath wit enough 


to make a cuckold of her ſpouſe and à proſti- 
tute of herſelf, commands the adoration of 
every husband beſide her own. In a few 
words, to ſum up their character, as a ſpec ies, 


level of mankind, they fin with fo charming a 
grace, lie with ſuch amiable fancerity, and 
break 


elevated in their own opinion far above the 
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break every law of God and Nature, with ſuch 
eaſy pliability of heart and tender ſenſibility of 
foul, that humanity, benevolence, and all the 
ſimple virtues, when they happen to mingle 
with their more faſhionable accompliſhments, 
appear rather to ſhade than to illumine their 
characters. Their conſciences, which they 
have taught to become no leſs polite than 
themſelves, are too well bred ever to reproach 
them for their faults : no gentleman can forgive 
an inſult, and if conſcience itſelf were to whiſ- 
per an un · velcome truth in his ear, his Honour 
would inſtantly challenge it into the field. In 
ſuch a duel poor conſcience would probably be 
ſilenced for ever! Such, throughout the whole 
globe, is the general character of the Gzear ; 
but, to this rule, there are ſome illuſtrious ex- 
ceptions even in Britain :—they ſhall be name- 
leſs here : but hiſtory ſhall ſnatch their memo- 
ries from my obliterating hand, and engrave 
their virtues on the column of immortality ! 


« Taking my ftand on the pinnacle of 2 
pretty painted fire ſkreen, I ſurveyed, with 
fplendid 
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ſplendid ſpectacle around me. The company 
were divided into five parties, all amuſing them» 
ſelves with cards at ſeparate tables; round 
which they ſhone like ſo many conſtellations of 
terreſtrial ſtars, each little luminary twinkling 
in all the luſtre of his reſpective rank and mag- 
nitude. Frail ſtars of human creation! whoſe 
conſumes itſelf; ere long I will ſhake you from 
your ſpheres ; the meteors that blaze in palaces 
ſhall ſet in the grave; the pride of nobility 
ſhall lie undiſtinguiſhed in the duſt ! 


« To me, whoſe piercing eye can penetrate 
the ſecrets of the inviſible world, the ſcene was 
at» once mournful and ridiculous. While I 
ſmiled at the follies, I wept over the mileries 
of mankind: what pitiful flaves to their own 
moſt pitiful paſſions, theſe boaſted free agents, 
theſe felf-eleCted lords of creation are! Around 
them ſwarmed innumerable fiends, in a thou · 
ſand horrible ſhapes, rapacious as vultures and 
cruel as tygers. Among theſe I diſtinguithed - 
Malice, Rage, Revenge, Avarice, Hypocrity, 
and others equally malignant. The melancholy. 
imps 
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imps of Care, Diſappointment, Anguiſh and 
Solicitude likewiſe appeared buſily employed in 
ſtinging and tormenting the company in every 
quarter of the room. But, above all, that exe- 
crable hag Envy ſeemed to triumph and enjoy 
every dcteſtable gratification of her ſoul: the 
changed her form every moment: I faw her 
wind, like a ſerpent, round the neck of a 


an angel were diſtorted into the wildneſs of a 
fury: then inſtantly transforming herſelf into 
a toad, ſhe leaped upon an artificial noſegay 
blooming in the dry boſom of a prude, and di- 
verted herſelf with fpitting her venom in the 
faces of all the company round her. But her 


principal delight was to whiſper in the ear of 


Scandal, who fat in the corner of the room 
minuting down the converſaticn of the evening 
to be retailed in other circles, for the amuſe- 
ment of tea-tables, the diſcouragement of vir- 
| tue, and the propagation of falſchood ! 


«© Here alſo ſhone Faſhion, in all ber glory, 
the goddeſs of the ſcene; whole votaries live 


upon her ſmiles, and worſhip her in their gar- 


ments 


lovely girl, and ftrangle her, till the features of 


T wn oa my | 
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ments rather than in their hearts: their own 
perſons are the altars on which they offer up 
the iplendid facrifice of wigs, hats, buttons, 
ilk, muſlin, gold lace, jewels, and all the gor- 
geous paraphernalia of dreſs and equipage !— 
Indeed, on this occaſion Faſhion had diſguiled 
her lovers in ſuch a dazzling variety of fan- 
taſtic colours and figures, that my gravity and 
my patience never experienced fo ſevere a trial 
before, and both threatened, every moment, 
to deſert me: it was, therefore, with the 
greateſt difficulty I reſtrained either my og 
ter or my indignation, 


Folly, in full feather, failed like a butterfly 
round the candles, and viewed, with the tender 
complacency of a mother, this hopeful groupe 
of her children I bluſhed to fee her cowering 
with her wings over the conſecrated head of a 
prelate, and, immediately afterwards, fluttering 
on the fan of a coquette ! 


« Her ſiſter, Vanity, was no leſs frolickſome 
and diverting : one moment ſhe lighted on the 
little finger of a judge, to admire the brilliant 

i in 


patch on the chin of a dowager counteſs, played 
with the ruffles of an old banker, and took 
ſnuff with a nabob who carried the fleece of an 
empire on his ſhoulders: but the long, lank 


noſe of a pert young coxcomb, who affected to 


be ſhort ſighted, ſeemed her favourite hobby- 
horſe; for ſhe frequently mounted it in the 
form of a pair of ſpectacles, and rode till the 
ſtripling's eyes were almoſt blind with follow- 
ing her. Among her female votaries, I parti- 
cularly noticed one blooming beauty, who had 
fo artfully concealcd the wrinkles of fixty win- 
ters under an exquifite portrait of a nymph of 


ſerenteen, that I really did not recogniſe my 


old friend Lady Greycap in her new face. 
From carmine the had borrowed the complexion 


and rouge bluſhed for modeſty on her cheeks. 


me: one of the paſteboard knaves robbed her 
of fifty guineas; and, by this uncivil trick, 
poor Lady Greycap loſt both the game and her 


temper. Immediately a cataract of gutturals 
rattled 


of May ; cream of violets lent her innocence, 


An unlucky incident, however, foon undeceived 


a4 wn yy & © 
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rattled from her lips; which fo terribly diſcon- 
certed her teeth that they unanimouſly leaped 
out of her mouth upon the table! Smit with 
unſpeakable conſternation, ſhe ſnatched up the 
two precious rows (formed out of the ivory 
ſpoils of an elephant) and put them in her 
pocket, though not before the company were 
aware of her mi:fortune: that inſtant her 
lovely auburne treſſes took fire at the candle; 
but ſhe inſtinctively diſcharged the blazing 
ringlets from the premiſes of her head (for, like 
| her teeth, they were only tenants at will,) 


threw them into the aſhes, and expoſed the 


nakedneſs of her poll to the derifion of all the 
gueſts, Heavens! what a peal of merriment 
| reſounded through the room! Unconſcious of 
ny preſence, they laughed as if death were 
dad, and human life immortal! 


« My time being nearly elapſed, I fingled 
out two victims for my prey. The firſt was 
a man, the poſſefior of. immenſe wealth; a 
| proud, avaricious wretch, whom I had long 
ſuffered to live the torment of himſelf and of 
all who had the misfortune to know him. 
. 2 The 


| 3 
other v female, whom nature 
was a = * 
3 matchleſs beauty, n 
; 1 into an hag: pale, thin and 


forchead ploughed with care. III-fated fair 


! her husband was a wealthy, thriving 
ene! 


merchant: but ſhe played him firſt into the 


i ! Her ſons, deprived 
n 
3 n _— 
ein 
ee on Mig Her daughters, 


dusk of evening or under the guilt-concealing 
canopy of nights 


« Theſe were my choſen victims. 


great man had been unſucceſsful en — 
evening; but his loſſes only rendered him 
_ he plunged, with ſome other 
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with my compaſſionate affiftance, he happily 


poor ghoſts of beauty ! haunt the | 
ity, and are ſeen, like ſpectres, only in the 
city, i 
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deſperadoes, aw the gi of d U 9 
indemnify himſelf, I watched him cloſely, 
and conveyed into his hands all the cards which 


Fortune had marked for ſucceſs. In half an 


hour he found himſelf maſter of all the gold 
on the table. Fluſhed with victory, he ſwept 
the glittering treaſure into his purſe, and de- 
parted home, I purſued him, and entered his 
houſe at his heels. He flew to the chamber of 
dis lady—'twas bolted—he burſt it open with 
| his foot, and ſurpriſed the wife of his boſom 
of his French valet. Rapt, at once, in a 
whirlwind of jealouſy, he ſeized the blooming 
Adonis by the throat, and would have ſtrangled 
him on the ſpot, had not the Gallant, with 
admirable dexterity (at my ſuggeſtion) ſnatched 
the husbaud's own ſword from his fide, and 
ſheathed it in his heart. I wrung out his ſoul, 
and adviſed the lovers to eſcape to France. 
They took my counſel and fled : T ſhall purſue 
them at my leiſure. 


« Meanwhile, I returned to the gaming- 
table ro conduct the lady, of whom I was 


exceedingly enamoured, to her everlaſting home. 
On her Fortune had frowned; and juſt as I 
She aroſe in an agony of deſpair. She pauſed 
in the ſtreet: a moment's reflection awoke all 
the ſcorpions of her conſcience they ſtung her 
foul to madneſs. Her two daughters paſſed by 
their mother : their eyes glared with unhallowed 
flames —oaths polluted their lips—and the 
mockery of paint, in vain, repaired the ruins 
of beauty on their checks, —* Good night!“ 
Haid they, and vaniſhed among the croud of 
proſtitutes. © Good night!” exclaimed the 
diſtracted mother. Oh, my orphans! I 
murdered your father! my example ruined you! 
| God of everlaſting mercies! if the tears, the 
prayers, the agonies of a Magdalen, and a 
mother of Magdalens, can move Thy compaſ- 


night—this guilty night—ſhall expiate—no !— 
it ſhall fill up the meafure of my crimes!— 
My poor, loſt girls !—good night !—an ever- 
laſting good night! So ſaying, ſhe flew like 
a lunatic through the ſtreets till ſhe had reached 
the margin of the Thames. The moon broke 

| in 
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gon, O fave my miſerable daughters! This 
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in ſplendour from a canopy of clouds: her filver 
luſtre trembled on the curling waters: my 
victim looked into the ſtream :—her own pale, 
{ wild, diſtorted viſage glared upon her in the 
liquid mirror. She ſtarted—pauſed—returned, 
| to meet her view: the miſtook the image of her 
| own face for mine! My voice howled in the 
wind: ſhe heard the awful ſummons. «I 
come! the cried to the phantom in the flood 
caught her in mine, and wafted her down the 
river to the ſhore of immortality ! 


Z — niaitersof Gree, 

defend us * exclaimed Doctor Lapwing, the 
other evening, as Mr. Jonathan Starlight ſo- 
Jemaly entered the parlour, at the parſonage, 
where my friends and I were amuſing our- 


Jet's Ghoſt—but like Hamlet's Son, when he 


8 \ 


* * How 
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6 How lng have you been deal, Janathan 
enquired the Doctor. 


«© buried myſelf laſt Saturday night—in 


| my ſtudy; and this is the firſt hour of my re- 


— furrection I 


0 Tis moment you entered, Jonathan ! 
I perceived the maggots had been at you.” 


[ n my brains have been all 


«© Jupiter's pate was brought to bed of Pallas, 


and Satan's of Sin; and, if the fab 
the Ladies ſprang to light 833 | 
accompliſhed both in mind and perſon. Pray, 
what may thy prolific cranium have produced, 
friend Jonathan ?” 
« Twins! Doctor! Twins! to whom come 
produced by mountains.” * 


„ Well ſpoken! Son of Apollo !—but what 
fort of twins hath your mountain in labour 
brought forth ?—a pair of elephants, or a pair 
of boots?” | 


« A pair of old Women! Doctor 


« Upon. my honour, Jonathan! thou haſt 
indeed out done both Jupiter and the Devil 
thy Daughters are come into the world in their 
dotage, which is a ſtep beyond maturity! As 
they have been born in ſecond childhood, I pre- 


lives,. like a crab's gait or a witch's prayer, will 
be retrogade ; inſtead of growing older every 
day, they will grow younger every night.— 


and bandaged with tape 


« Il be a dry nurſe, and Mr. Silvertongue 
a man- ſtep mother, to the poor little inno- 
ents!” ſaid the Doctor, untying the parcel, 


which contained - not two old Women—but 
25 two 
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fume they intend to die in their firff :—their _ 


But come, Jonathan! let us ſee thy infants!” \ 


66 Here they are, ſwaddled in cartridge paper, 
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two ſheets of paper; on which was tranſcribed 
a Poem of conſiderable length, 


« Jonathan!” continued the Doctor, when 
he diſcovered the Poetry; * as thy babes have 
had the misfortune to be born in their old age, 
I hope they will live for ever ;—old age is the 
infancy of immortality.” | 


Doctor Lapwing then, at the requeſt of the 
company, with great gravity, and in a clear, 
audible and majeſtic tone of voice, read the 
following Tale 


| 


Tus 
SIEGE OF THE COTTAGE: 
A CRAND 
Diſplay of Modern Heroiſm. 
Beneath the ſhadow of a rock 
A tiny Cottage ſtood. 
The walls were mud, and thatch the roof, 
And earth's cold lap the floor; 
The light came in, the ſmoke went out, 
Like neighbours, at the door. 


Here lived, by honeft induſtry, 
And eke by ſcolding too, 

A brace of Widows grim and old, 

A Ooſſip and a Shrew. 
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Kate's tongue had worn out all her teeth, 

With prating night and day; 
It ran ſuch lengths, methinks tis ſtrange 


It never ran away. 


Peggy's dread engine never deigned 
To crack i trifling joke; 

But hoarſe, tremendous and profound, 
In guttural thunder ſpoke. 


Such were the fair, illuſtrious Dames, 

Whoſe Caſtle once was ſtormed 

By Winter's hideous train—who thus 
The tragedy performed. 


The ſun, who loved the charming Cot, 
Had ta'en his leave in ſmiles, 
And juſt ſet fail to ſpend the night 

In Otaheite's iſles. 


| The full moon, laughing in the eaſt, 
Unveiled her jolly face, 

And led the ſtars a merry dance 

Through everlaſting ſpace. 
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Pale Winter, breathing ſpleen and froſt, 
Was prowling o'er the plain 

In ſearch of lodgings for the night, 
But all his ſearch was vain. 


Where'er he went the doors were locked, 
The window-bolts were ſhot ; 

And flaming fires, like flaming ſwords, 
Defended every cot. 


The ſhivering Sage, whoſe reverend brows 
Were white with ſnows and cares, 

Was muffled in the ſhaggy ſpoils 
Of ten Norwegian bears. 


His eyes, diſtilling rheum and blood, 
Were lanterned in his head ; : 

His pate was bald, his cankered cheeks 
With horrid ſcurvy ſpread. 


His noſe leanedo'er his toothleſs jaws, 
Like carrot red and long; 
White as a parſnip, hung. 


His 
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His beard and whiſkers, huge and wild, 


Whene'er he ſhook his pate. | 


His feet were ſhod with wooden clogs, 
And, in his fovereign hand, 

He graſped a tall, uprooted oak, 

His ſceptre of command. 


Thus wandering penſive on the ſhore, 
And ſcowling far and wide, 
Secure beneath its guardian rock, 

The ſnug, warm cot he ſpied. 


Here, through the key-hole peeping fly, 
He viewed the withered pair, 

Wrapt up in blankets, and in fleep, 
Not dreaming he was there. 


Then Envy, through his tortured veins, 


So felt the Devil, when he ſaw 
Adam and Eye in bed. 
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He ſtormed, he ſtamped, he curſed, and ſwore 
To daſh the Cottage down, 

And, by the death of two old Hags, 
To win immenſe renown. 


Then, with a gallant leap, the Sage 
And, northward on his flying ſteed, 
Through heaven ſublimely rode. 


He quickly reached a Caſtle, hewn 
From ice congealed to ſtone, 

Whoſe ramparts threw a twilight ſhade 
Oer half the Arctic Zone. 


uss built, amid the frantic ſea, 
Upon the frozen pole; 
The billows to controul. 


From Ocean's cradle to the ſtars 
Like Pelion on Olympus piled, 
When Titans ſtormed the fk y. 
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The Sage approached, when, lo! the doors 
Of this ſublime abode, 
Threw wide their hoſpitable arms ; 
And in the Hero ſtrode. 


Big, bluſtering Boreas here he found, 
The maſter of the ſeat; | 

Who, with a ſplendid feaſt, that night 

His Brother Winds did treat. 


Around a ſtormy ſea of punch, 
Within a mighty vat, 

At table, wide as Paul's Church Yard, 

The ſwilling Giants fat. | 


Tobacco pipes, like leaden ſpouts, 


With double dewlaps, plump and round 
Their pimpled faces ſhone ; 

Their wigs were full as ſpreading trees, 

When all their leaves are on. 
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-M ; beards reſembled northren lights, 
That all diſhevelled glare; 


their checks 
hen they drank, they ſwelled 
2 


When inter entered, all aroſe, 
1 ro 
DE na ths. 
| 
| And he, pin” free 
To do the ſelſ- ſame thing 


Then, — in an clhow chair, 
; * 

ons „ i 
— 


! whorule 
5 
* eee tremendous deed, 
A deed of death, prepare. 


There in the ſouth, 
is a Cottage, i 
b here dwell two poor old Hags, 5 
1 ſe the witches !—doubly 
« Blefſt—cur 


“ With happineſs an rags 


« This 


This Cot I'll ſtorm with all my power; 
& Theſe Hags annihilate : 

„ For by this bowl of punch I (wear, 
« And what I ſwear is fate!” 


This awful oath to ſign and ſeal, 
The jolly bowl he took, 

And, having ſworn by that, the Sage 

Devoutly kiſſed the book ! 


Now ſwallowed both amain; 
They fwore and kiſſed, and kiſſed and ſwore, 
Then ſwore and kiſſed again. 


Here endeth the firſt Leſſon, appointed 
for this evening's ſervice” —faid Doctor Lap» 
wing, laying down the manuſcript ;—< and, 
betore we proceed on the Campaign againt the 
Cottage, we will lay in a ttock of proviſions 
at the Victualling Office, alias the Supper Par- 

lours” 


Vs 
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| 


The Siege of the Cottage. 


(conctuDED.) 


5 —_—_— 


D Joxarhax ” faid Doctor Lap- 
wing, reſuming the manuſcript aſter fupper; 
« thy Pegaſus hath taken ſuch a wildgooſe 
flight, that I fear his brain will grow giddy 
with elevation.” 


« You will find him juſt now at his meri- 
dian, Doctor! replied Jonathan; in the 
courſe of -a few lines he will begin to de- 


4 Perpendicularly * 
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« Perpendicularly ! I prefume : — but let us 
not judge too haſtily of thy performance,” 
returned the Doctor. He then read the Con- 
tinuation of the © Siege of the Cottage, as 
follows. 


NOW Boreas, from their dens, unchained 
The Dæmons of the Storms, 

In ſhapes of dragons, bears and wolves, 

Ten thouſand hideous forms: 


Whirlwinds and vapours iſſued forth; 
Dread Darkneſs, following ſoon, 

Blind-folded all the winking itars, 
And maſked the ſtaring moon. 


High in a bla k balloon ef clouds, 
All cloathed with horror, Winter rode 
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Spirits of Ocean, fire and air, 
Purſued his awful flight, 
Shrieked through the pauſes of the blaſt, 
And ſcared the coward night. 


The Cottage ſoon appeared in view ; 
Each Wind aſſumed his place; 

While Boreas beilowed at its back, 
Auſter annoyed its face. 


Eurus and Zephyr, counter ſides, 
Aﬀailed with equal force; 
Inſtead of throwing down the houſe, 
They held it up of ccurſe! 


Sooner than ftorm the Fortreſs thus, 
In ſpite of Nature's laws, 


Each might have blown his windy brains 


Into his brother's jaws! 


As if an hoſt of elephants 
Should march in martial form, 

With towers and armies on their backs, 
A ſpider's web to florm! 
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So looked the formidable train, 
Around the little Cottage, 


Which ſeemed to ſay, © Poor fellows, 955 
* Your breath to cool your pottage l“ 


As ſnug as mouſe in cheeſe; 
Now roſe in wrath, and, by the roots, 
Uptore a dozen trees, 


Therewith a beſom huge he formed, 
And plunging in the flood, 

Black from the bed of Ocean rouſed 

Mountains of rolling mud. 


HNHes᷑ e troubled to and fro, 
Till ſweat rained down bis frozen face, 
And thawed his beard of faow. 


Then with his beſom he began 
Io deluge all the ſhore; 
But every billow ſw ooned away 
Betore the Cottage door. 
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Boreas, meanwhile, upon the rock, 

Proved a more fatal foe ; 

With ſchool-boy skill the Giant formed 
A mighty ball of ſnow. 


Then with a blaſt, that burſt his cheeks, 
He hurled it from aloof; 

Hezdlong the groaning mountain fell 
Plumb on the Cottage roof. 


Yet ſtill it ſtood, though buried deep 
Beneath the whelming load ; 

Some guardian Angel held it up, 

Who loved the ſnug abode. 


« 'Tis done!“ exulting Boreas cried, 

| And ſhook his ruffled head; 

& "Tis done!“ his Brother Winds replied; 
« Tis done!” grim Winter ſaid. 


Then, with a magic ſpell of froſt, 
The Cottage tomb they ſealed ; 
And, laughing at the hapleſs Hags, 

Triumphant left the field. 
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Beſides our Ladies and their Cat, 

Of crockery ware a lot, 

A pair of panniers and an Aſe, 

Were buried in the Cot. 


With theſe they uſed to travel far, 
And live upon the ſpoil; 

One drove the Aſs, and one the trade, 
Dividing thus the toil ! 


At eight next morn, the Dames awoke, 
But turned and flept again; 
The cuckoo in the clock ung nine, 
They yawned, then ſnored till ten. 
„ Lord! what a long, long night!“ they cried ; 
« The key-hole's dark!” faid Kate; Odds bobs! 
K The deuce is in the door!” 


“% What! won't it open? Peg exclaimed; 

_ « Laſt night we ſaid no prayers 

«© The Dl has raviſhed us '”——Quoth Kate, 
And who the D=] cares?” 


Now 
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Now Peg was like a tinder box; 
She inſtantly took fire; 
And ſtamping, till her tongue broke looſe, 
Retorted thus in ire. | 
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« Atheiſt! and Infidel! and Imp! 
« With fins and giblets crammed ; 
« As ſure as we're alive and well, 
„ So ſure we're dead and d——d! 


&« What! dead?” cried unbelieving Kate; 
& Yet laugh, and ſcold, and walk?“ 

„ Knave! Fool! and Blockhead !” anſwered Peg; 
« Theſe are our ſouls that talk ! 


« Our bodies now, in ſome church-yard, 
% Are ſnugly gone to bey 

„ Hold!” interrupted Kate; * Have fouls 
«© An handle to their head? 


She faid; and, with no gentle tweak, 
Surpriſed poor Peggy's ſnout : 
The latter tore the aſfailant's hair, 


As if two comets, all on fire, 
Should ruſh to battle big, 
And, with exterminating rage, 
Each other's pates unwig. 


So tooth and nail the matrons fought, 
When, terrible to tell ! 

Full loud, beneath their ſtamping feet, 
The Cat began to yell. 


Swearing revenge, with bitter oaths, 

Puſs bounced upon the ſhelf ; 

7; Where many a frail utenſil ſhone, 
Okt earthen ware and delf. 


Down, with tremendous craſh, at once, 
Came pitchers, plates, and all ; 

When earthquakes and old women rage, 
Tea-pots and towns muſt fall! 


Like thunder, on the Warriors ſculls, 

| The crockery ruins fell; 

Proſtrate they ſunk, convinced at heart, 
Their portion was in hell! 


8 wu 
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With cups and ſaucers, legs and arms, 
The diſmal floor was ſpread; 

Bottles, alas ! and heads were broke, 
And blood and brandy ſhed. 


The Matron's honeſt Aſs, 
Who in an halter ſoundly flept, 
With all his thoughts at graſs. 


Rouſed from a dear, delicious dream, 
By fell Grimalkin's claws, 

Jack ſtarted up, and opened wide 

His eyes, and cke his jaws! 


O! what a wild, melodious air, 
The ſweet Muſician ſung ! 

Rocks might have liſtened with delight, 
And broomſticks bleſt his tongue. 

Then, on the light, fantaſtic hoof, 
He nimbly tript about ; 

Nor ceaſed to caper, and to bray, 

Till Puſs releaſed his ſnout. 


Meanwhile 


5 
| 
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Meanwhile the Dames had raiſed their bones, 


And, though they felt them fore, 
Yet both moſt piouſly believed 
That they were bones no more ! 


To bed they crawled, with fancies full 
Of fiends with wings and ſcales ; 
And hoofs, and horns, and tails! 


Full fifty hours, in deep deſpair, 


And deep in ſnow they lay; 


When, lo ! their neighbours and the fun 


Reſtored the Hags to day ! 


Hope through the key-hole gaily glanced, 
They hailed the ſmiling beam; 


| Ruthed from the grave and death and hell 


Departed like a dream ! 


Thus, at the birth of Father Time, 

Two ſiſters, robed in light, 

NATURE and Beauty burſt ſublime 
From Tartarus and Night. g 


{« Verily, 
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«© Verily, friend Jonathan! ſaid Doctor 
Lapwing, as he laid down the manuſcript; 
the laſt verſe hath ſaved thy poem from the 
flames.” | 


« Surely, Doctor! you would not have 
burned my amiable daughters for witcheraft !'* 


« 1 ſhould only have viſited the fins of their 
father on them.” 


J underſtand you, Docte 
execrable.“ 


my poem is 


It is too long, Jonathan !” 


& Too long! — Why ?—it originally conſiſted 
of an hundred and fifty ſtanzas; one half of 
which were pruned away before I preſumed 
to ſubmit it to the cenſure of Doctor Lap- 


2”, 


wing | 


© Thou art too much in the habit of doing 
things only by halves thou ſhould} have 
completed 


completed the good work of retrenchment 
while thine hand was in! 


„I ſhould then, indeed, have made nothing 


of it! 


Which is better than making Much 


ado about nothing !” 
The latter was my deſign, Doctor! 
+ I congratulate thee on thy ſucceſs;— 


«© Great cry and little woo?” ought to be the 
motto of thy poem.” 2 


« The ſubject ſinks, and the powers of a 
Milton could not. ſupport it with dignity to 
the concluſion.” 


& Then a Milton would never have chofen 
fo ſinking a ſubject It is one of the grandeſt 
characteriſtics of Genius, to ſelect ſuch themes 
only, for the exerciſe of its powers, as are 
worthy of its amazing capacity. Like the 
arrow of Aceſtes, which ſprang from the im- 

8 2 pulſe 


pulſe of the bow, took fire in its flight, and 
vaniſhed in the immenſity of heaven; » fo 
Genius, in its exeurſions, riſes with majeſty, 
kindles in its career, and marks its path by the 
increaſing ſplendour of its train, the magni- 
ficence of its coruſcations, and the awful ſub- 
limity of its aſcent. Thy muſe, Jonathan! 
on the contrary, generally takes wing with a 
portion of ſpirit and velocity that aſtoniſhes 
ſober criticiſm, but languiſhing, in her pro- 
grels, ſhe gravitates into dulneſs, or burſts 

into bombaſt, before ſhe has completed one half 
of her courſe. The ſnuff of thy taper ſmokes 
in the candleftick long after the blaze hath ex- 
* 


& Clap your extinguiſher over it, Doctor! 
cried the Poet, riſing in a glow of paſſion, and 
wiſhing the reſt of the company——* Good 
night ”* | 


c Might 


Confumia in ventos. 


Firg. Seid. Lit. F. 
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« Might you not have been leſs ſevere on | 
our young friend?” ſaid I to Doctor Lapwing, 
when Jonathan had retired. 


«« Yes—if I had choſen to be leſs juſt :” an- 
ſwered the Doctor. 


« But your cenſure was — unquali- 
tied.” 


i If I had mingled one drop of honey among 
the gall, it would have intoxicated him. 1 
love the lad too well to praiſe him before his 


% But I am ſorry to ſec him offended.” 


„ And I am glad. He is gone home medi- 
tating poetical vengeance: my cenſure has 
ſtung him to the quick; but he is too vain to 
acknowledge, even to his own heart, that he 
has merited it. I could read, in the keen 
tranſparency of his eye, the magnanimous reſo- 
lution, which he has al:eady formed, to compel 
me to render homage to his inſulted genius :— 

nei 
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6 Though I have done my beſt this time, I will do 
better the next !” he ſeemed to ſay as he ſhut the 
door; and, depend upon it, Silvertongue about 
the next full moon, Jonathan's muſe will be 
in the ſtraw again!“ | 


It was now late, and I immediately returned 
home, admiring equally the vanity of poets and 
the pride of critics ! 
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THE CHIMERA ; 
2 ö 
A TALE OF A LOOKING CLASS. 


ExTeavacant and abſurd as 

the following tale may appear, the inquiſitive 
ds aw Wa. to hs fact is as well 
authenticated as the fineſt fables in Grecian 
mythology, which were ſo pioufly believed by 
the moſt learned and poliſned people of anti- 


quny. 
There 
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There was a certain principality, in the land 
of Gotham, the inhabitants of which were 
very ugly, very ignorant, and very proud: 
they regarded themſelves as beings of a nature 
ſuperior to men, and looked down upon the reſt 
of the ſpecies as animals, debaſed as much be- 
low, as they were exalted above, the ſtandard 
of humanity! Among other whimſical pecu- 
liarities of perſon; this ſagacious tribe had an 
unlucky defe& in the organs of viſion, which 
| prevented them from diſcerning any object dif- 
tinctly, till, with the dexterity of an aſtronomer 
directing his teleſcope to a ſtar, they had 
caught it in a certain point of view. It is ſuf- 
ficient that, as a faithful hiſtorian, I record 
this curious fact, and leave, to the ingenious 
compilers of philoſophical tranſactions, the 
more difficult taſk of explaining and account- 
ing for ſo ſtrange an imperfeftion in the 
viſual nerves of a whole generation of their 


This principality was governed by laws of 
its own: among theſe I ſhall only mention one, 
* as for every other fooliſh law, there 
were, 


7 
* 


| by it was enadted, that no inhabitant of the 
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were, no doubt, very wife reaſons, though I 
have never been able to diſcover them, where- 


faid principality ſheuld, on pain of the loſs of 
both his eyes, either purchaſe or receive, have 
or hold in his or her poſſeſſion, any look ing- 
glaſs, mirror, piece of poliſhed metal or glazed 
earthen ware, whatſoever. This law was ſo 
religiouſly obſerved, that at length both the 
meaning and the word, Looking-glaſs, became 
obſclete : and, though the ſtatute was regularly 
promulged and univerſally acknowledged as the 
moſt ſalutary reſtriction under heaven, yet no 
two lawyers in the land could agree concerning 
the ſenſe of it. Some contended, that it was 
an act for the diſcouragement of adultery, and 
others a decree for the abolition of witchcraft; 
a third maintained, that it forbade ſabbath- 
breaking, while a fourth as learnedly demon- 
ſtrated that it was an injunction againſt drink- 
ing ſmall beer. But, though every individual 


was his own interpreter of this myſterious law, 


yet the whole nation would have riſen, to a 
man, to puniſh the preſumption of any one, 
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who durſt have doubted, whether it had any 
meaning at all! 


Now it came to paſs, in proceſs of time, that 
a certain nobleman, from a quarter of the 
world where looking-glaſſes were held in as 
pure veneration as they are at this day—in a 
lady's drefling room,—eſtabliſhed his reſidence 
within this famous principality. Having heard 
of this extraordinary law, and the amuſing 
controverſies concerning its import, his lord- 
ſhip reſolved io indulge a vein of pleaſantry at 
the expence of his neighbours. For this pur- 
poſe, he furniſhed one of the nobleſt apart- 
ments in his houſe with large mirrors, reaching 
from the ceiling to the floor, ſo that the walls 
being entirely concealed, the room appeared 
immenſe, and refleted the ſpectator's image 
on every fide. A card was then circulated, 
inviting a pie-bald groupe of the moſt eccentric 
characters in the principality, tgp with his 
lordſhip on the following evening. 
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At the appointed time, the gueſts attended, 


juſt imported, from a very diſtant country, the 
moſt ſingular monſter that ever fables feigned, 


or fear conceived. This wonderful animal he 
had confined in an apartment above; and any 
lady or gentleman preſent were very welcome 
to gratify themſelves with a fight of it: but, 
more than one perſon to be introduced into its 
moſt unpleaſant might enſue. 


While a!l the company were clamourouſly 
expreſſing their impatience and curiefity ; each 
contending for the priority of admiſſion to the 


monſter ; Parſon Squintum—a divine of ſuch 

amazing corporeal capacity, that he ſeemed to 

carry his pariſh under his waiſtcoat—ſolemaly 
. 


T 


maſter 
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maſter of the houſe :—* My lord I do opine 
that it may be moſt expedient for me to ſee this 


monſter firſt; left, peradventure, it ſhould prove 
to be the Great Red Dragon, who hath aſſum- 
ed a vehicle of fleſh and blood to frighten the 


tender lambs of my flock, who ought to have 


the fear of God, and not the fear of Satan, be- 
fore their eyes!” 


diately conducted the parſon up one flight of 
airs to the door, and then, leaving him, re- 
turned to his company. Squintum, who had 
read Agripps on Occult Philoſophy, pauſed, 
more-virtue in them than was to be found in 
his terror when he beheld—for his reverence 
ſaw ninefold—the grim chimeras that glared on 
every fide! Though only the multiplied re- 
fleQions of his own amiable image, the parſon 


was fo dreadfully diſconcerted, that, without 
Maaying to ſhut the door, he thundered down 
Aairs, averring, by all the powers of light and 
darknefs, 


L 
4 
| 
| 
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devils; among whom he could clearly diſtinguiſh. 
Belzebub and Belial, Mammon and Lucifer ! 


„ Z— ds!” cried Squire Cramboz © a 
Parſon ! and afraid of the Devil!“ He ſpake, 
and recled towards the ſtair-caſe; which he 
aſcended with great difficulty, hickupping and 
flaggering at every ſtep, for his feet and his 
head felt a wonderful inclination to exchange 
places, At length, he ſcaled the top, and ma- 
nœuvred his way to the door: here he leaned, 


and, after many a zigzag taQtic with his maud- 


lin eyes, contrived to fix them on a bloated 
had he feen the monſter, when a ſober paleneſs 
bleached his countenance ; back he recoiled, 
and choſe the ſhorteſt way down Bairs, to the. 
fiony floor, he lay extended, groaning and 
gaſping tor breath; while the ſweat trickled 
from every pore of his face, like water down 
a window in a thunder ſhower. My lord, at 
length, arrived to his aſſiſtance; but the creſt- 
fallen ſquire, graſping his knees, implored him 


ro 


to order the ſervants to ſhut the mouth of Hell, 
or the Devil would devour him in a moment. 
he permitted the attendants to gather up his 
bones, and depoſit them again in his chair ; 
where his terrors were quickly evaporated in 


« Fil Go for him, and all the Imps in 
Chriſtendom !* cried Brag, with a throat as 
loud, and almoſt as wide, as a cannon's; who, 
becauſe one of his anceſtors—an antedilu ian 
according to tradition—was the mightieſt war- 
rior of his age, moſt magnanimouſly imagined 
himſelf an hero likewiſe : and, left the undif- 
criminating million ſhould miſtake his cha- 
rater, be always wore the grim ing of the 
military order—a ſcarlet coat, a fierce cocked 
bat, and trenchant blade, dangling at his fide 
like a looſe feather in a turkey's wing. Signs 
of courage !—ſigns indeed !—and fo are the 
| Green Dragon, and the Blue Boar, ſigns of— 
« Ale and Porter.” 
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c 'n do for him!” repeated Brag; with a 
terrible frown; at the ſame time, attempting, 
with all his might, to diſengage his ſwurd from 
the ruſty embrace of its ſcabbard; but the 
ſteel and the leather were fo faithfully attached 
to each other, that all his efforts to ſeparate 
them were ineffectual. He then graſped the 
weapon, ſh-athed as it was, and brandiſhing it 
with a formidable grace, ſtalked towards the 
ſtairs. Now, marſhalling all the intrepidity of 
his tongue into his face, which, both in co- | 
our and fabſtance, might claim affinity with 
braſs, he began to aſcends but, unluckily, in 
- fortifying the outworks of his perſon, he left 
the citadel of his heart utterly unguarded. Of 
and more fenfible, when he felt, and even 
heard, the little coward in his boſom, beat 
quicker and ſhorter at every ſtep which he 
took towards the fatal door; but the moment 
he beheld that monſter, of all monſters the moſt 
monſtrous—$ELF !—it made ſuch a ſudden re- 
vulfion in his bowels, that even his friends 
below bluſhed for him. The ſervants inſtantly 
haſtened to relieve him; but it was long before 
1 2 they 
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they could ſhake the hero into his ſenſes, or 
carry him away from the field of diſgrace. 


| Next roſe a ghaſily chymiſt, who rather re- 
ſembled an emigrant ghoſt, which had broke 
priſon and eſcaped from the grave, than a man, 
He was a tall, lean figure, with a narrow viſ- 
age, and a pointed chin ; diminutive in body, 
but legged like a pair of compaſſes. With three 
ſtrides he reached the ſtair- caſe, and, with three 
more, the top: but, being in rather more haſte 
to return, ſome authors aſſert, that he took 
the one down ſtairs, the other to his ſeat; 
where he ſolemnly depoſed, that he had ſeen a 
hobgoblin in the ſhape of a pair of tongs. 


It would be too tedious to detail all the ridi- 
of thoſe who went to peep at the monſter ; for 
not one had hitherto ventured to furvey it lei- 
furely; or the reſult of ſuch a ſelf-examination 
might have deen 2 very uncxpeted diſcovery of 


the illukon. All, however, agreed, that it 
was 
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was the moſt hideous and horrible of Chimeras. 
A witty lawyer vowed, that it was an enor- 
mous locuſt, brought, by ſome eaſt-wind, to 
devour all his clients. A learned phyſician 
was of opinion, that the monſter could be no 
to rob him of his patients. An hungry fon of 
Apollo fwore, that it was a Famine, which 
the God of Verſe had juſt ſent into the land, 
to puniſh the iniquity of the inhabitants, among 
whom a depraved tafte for beef and pudding 
had turned every body's ſtomach againſt poetry : 
| but a fagacious critic, that inſtant coming 
+ and proved, to a demonſtration, that the mon- 
ſter was the Plague! A grave alderman miſ- 
took himſelf, in the glaſs, for a tremendous 
turtle, reared on its unwieldy fins, and flounce- 
— 4 ing about to mimic humanity. A miſerable 
old banker, whoſe bones were almoſt as thread 
bare as his coat, whoſe wealth was only a mil- 
the ſpectacle with a countenance equally ter- 
rified and terrifying, and while his few grey 
the 
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the ſerpents of Meduſa, about his head, de- 
clared, that the fiend above was fome cormorant 

of a miſer, who was come to rob and grind the 

poor, to ſnatch the morſel from the mouth of 

the orphan and the widow, and drive the whole 

pariſh to the work-houſe. So faying, he 

ſcamperey home to ſecure his own mite. 


I have hitherto foreborne to mention the 
opinions of the ladies preſent ; ſeveral of whom, 
notwithſtanding the drealful colours in which 
the gentlemen had portrayed him, went to viſit 
the monſter. An antique damſel, who charm- 
| ingly concealed the wrinkles of fixty winters 

under the bluſh of ſeventeen ſummers, fell into 
convulſions of envy, at the threſhold of the 
| door, the moment the ſaw the lovely reflection 
of her borrowed beauty in the glaſs; for ſhe 
innocently miſtook the image of her own arti- 
ficial. charms for the perſon of a rival, embel- 
and unpardonably handſome! However, when 
ſhe returned from the viſit, with all the can» 
dour and delicacy of a legitimate daughter of 
ſeandal, ſhe repreſented the phantom which 


No. XXII.. THE WHISPERER. 225 
ſhe had ſeen — not quite ſo brilliant as ſhe ima- 
ined it but juit as youthful and as faſcinating 
as ſhe herſelf was in reality, and as ſhe fincere- 
ly wiſhed all her ſex to be. Her teſtimony was 
duly credited—till contradicted by a pretty 
_ damſel!—who had been ſelected, like a flower 
among a wilderneſs of weeds, for the ſake of 
ſtairs as nimbly as ſhe had aſcended them timid- 
ly, and gayly avowed, that ſhe had ſeen and 
kiſſed a bleſſed angel; that ſhe had aſked it a 
thouſand ſweet queſtions, but it only anſwered 
the fain would have caught the coy beauty in 
her arms, it conſtantly cluded her embrace, and 
ſeemed as impalpable as a ſpirit. by 


Now, when all the gueſts, in due rotation, 
had peeped at the Chimera, which, Proteus 
like, aſſumed a different form to every ſpec- 
tator ; yet (the laſt recorded inſtance excepted) 


moſt provokingly chagrined, and moſt unac- 
countably puzzled. At length, after a learned 
debate, they determined to fally forth, mount 
the 


appeared equally frightful to each, they were 
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the ſtairs in a pha'anx, aſſail the enemy in his 
den, and deliver the world of f formidable a 
plague. 


| His Lordſhip now faw and repented his 
' folly too late! In vain he remonſtrated with 
a multitude, ſo angry and ſo ignorant: he, 
therefore, prudently permitted them to ſeize 
the implements of cookery, and articles of fur- 
niture, which fell in their way. Being com- 
pletely armed with weapons of this awful de- 
up ſtairs, in filence and in terror; for their feet 
went flower and their pulſes quicker, their 
c 
every ſtep. 


When they reached the landing-place, none 
durſt enter the apartment. However, it 
was reſolved, after a trembling contultz- 
tion, in which their teeth chattered louder 
than their tongues, that they ſhould all cloſe 
their eyes, take hold of each others arms, and 
thus ſtorm the citade! of their adverſary. 


Simple 
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Simple as the plan may appear, it ſprang from 
the profoundeſt policy; they were well aſſured, 
that the enemy was chained, yet, though there 
was no perſonal danger, not one could muſter 
fortitude ſufficient to face ſuch a ſpectacle again, 
except in the preſence of his friends; and they 
fondly hoped to flaſh all the terrors, which 
they themſelves felt, into the monſter's breaſt,, 
by opening upon him, at once, the artillery of 

an hundred pair of eyes! 


With heſitation and difficulty, they executed 
ibis arduous plan ;—they entered the room. 
the ſignal was given—they opened their eyes! 
— and their eyes were indeed opened—for the 

whole myſtery was revealed in a moment ! 
Confounded and ſilent they ſtood, gazing with 
them; for each, by beholding the perſons, of 
mirrors, recognized his own ! 


An hurricane of rage ſucceeded the tranquil- 
lity of aſtoniſhment; they flung their weapons . 
zt the walls, demoliſhed the looking-glaſſes in 
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| the twinkling of an eye, then ſtamped on the 

ruins with all the bitterneſs of ſpite and the 
impotence of malice. But, before the unfor- 
fate, to which monarchs and galley flaves muſt 
bow—before they were quite reduced to duſt '— 
a ſudden thought, like the power of electrieity, 
- flaſhed through the brains of the company, and 
now they appeared as eager to preſerve, as they 
had been furious to deſtroy, the guilty glaſs! 
For, while. our heroes were magnanimouſly 
trampling their enemies under their feet, and 
each ridiculing the hideous features of others, 
when they looked down on the floor, the na- 
tural wonderful TY Laenge 
dent, which had dls has He 
ſelf-knowledge, might be improved into a very 
momentous advantage. Each gathered up as 
many of the largeſt fragments of the ſhivered 
mirrors as he could ſeize, and ran home with 
them, rejoicing as if he had found an ineftimable 
treaſure. 


Now, 
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Now, reader, mark the ingenuity of the 

human mind, the benevolence of the human 

quently contemplating their amiable viſages in 
became tolerable, then handſome, and at length 
beautiful, in their own eyes. But, in propor- 
tion as they grew enamoured of their own com- 
at the uglineſs of their neighbours. When- 
ever they wiſhed to gratify the moſt delectable 
feelings, of which their boſoms were ſuſceptible, 
they would fit down before their glaſſes, and 
which conveyed the moſt exquiſite luxury to 
themſelves, they wiſely endeavoured to convert 
into an inſtrument of the ſevereſt mortification. 
to others When they were inclined to pro- 
mirror, and held it up in derifion to his face; 
cency, was admiring the ſweet, ſmiling features 
of the idol in the glaſs, the former was offici- 


U 


ouſly 
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_ evling its grimaces: for, though each believed 
Himſelf a bloſſom of beauty, and a model of 

perfeftion, none could conceive it poſſible, that 

his neighbour ſhould be ſo blind and ſo infatu- 
med as to entertain the ſame vanity. 


Q 
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InpisroNITION, from > very cor- 
dial vifit of my family friend the gout, having. 
the ſubject of an eſſay for my Weekly Whif- 
perer, [I ſolicited my poetical friend, Mr. Jona- 
than Starlight, to ſupply me with a trifle in- 


Jonathan, who is more eccentric than a2 


comply with my requeſt. I gravely begged 
pardon. Jonathan then condeſcended to offer 
_ diſpoſition; which I accepted with an air of the 


* 


comet, bluntly and peremptorily refuſed to 
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ſecretly hoped to be courted to compliance, was 
exceedingly mortified at my meek and magna- 
nimous reſignation, under ſo ſevere a diſap- 
pointment as, he imagined, his refuſal ought 
to have been to me. I perceived his chagrin, 
and immediately changed the topic of converſa- 
tion. But the Poet was too uneaſy to enter 


the rrem, . bv wagtce with ds emer, 
looked through the window with as much 
anxiety as the mother of Siſera, then fat down 
buttoned and unbuttoned his waiſtcoat, and ex- 
hibited a thouſand other diverting pranks.— 
to be converſing with me ; and, I muſt acknow- 
ledge, his obſervations were as ſhrewd and in- 
telligible as the language of thoſe who talk in 
their fleep, At length, he contrived to effect 
| his eſcape out of the room, in a very abrupt 
manner. | 


In 
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In the evening, as I expected, I received the 
following Bagatelle, incloſed in a blank ſheet 
of paper. The ſtory, as uſual, is extravagant; 
but my readers may, perbaps, find ſome indif- 
ferent entertainment in the peruſal. 


NORVAN AND NILA. 


An Afriean Tale. 


ON the blooming banks of Niger, 
Slumbering lay a beauteous tiger; 
| Lightly whiſpering o'er his head, 
Waved a broad palmetto-ſhade ; 
Murmuring muſic in his car, 
Rippling ran the river clear; 
While the ſun, with ſplendour bright, 
Like an eagle in his flight, 
Towered in majeſty ſublime, . 
Us 
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| Earth and ocean, air and ſky, 
Baſking in his boundleſs eye ! 


Soft as evening dew diſtills 
Came a lovely negro maid, 
O! what wild enchanting grace 
Sparkled in her dimpled face ! 
How the moonlight of her eyes 
Glowed and glanced with ſweet ſurpriſe ! 
She was beauty in eclipſe ! | 
While her fable charms confeſs | 
Nature's innocent undreſs, | 
Woman !— woman will be fine! 
Brilliant plumes adorned her hair, 
Pretty emblems of the fair! 
Circled her retiring waiſt ! 
Light, fantaſtic, gay and airy, 
Nila ſeemed an Indian fairy l 


The lovely, dreadful monſter faw ! 


She 


\ 
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Marbled o'er with rainbow dyes, 
Like the peacock's ſpangled eyes: 
Gently heaved the ſpotty cheft 
Of his broad, tremendous breaſt; 
And clofed thoſe eyes, that glared like meteors;; 
Huſhed the deep thunder of his jaws, | 


Nila's boſom, at the fight, 

= On the moſſy bank reclining, 
In her hands a garland twining, 
Unaware of danger near, | 

Simple Nila knew no fear ! 

«© Beauteous animal!“ the cries, 
Pleaſure gliſtening in her eyes; 

« Slumber on in ſoft repoſe! 

| «© Sweet amuſing dreams attend thee! 
* While the mighty Gods defend thee, 

I «6 From 
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Here, in gambols, wild and gay, 
« Let us ſport our lives away; 

« This green garland, this ſhall be 
_ «© Nila's pledge of love to thee : 
I crown thee thus, with breathing flowers, | 
The prince of theſe ſequeſtered bowers !”* 


Sudden as the lightning”s ſtroke 
Glances on the ſplintered oak, 
her touch, the tiger ſprang— 
With his voice the mountains rang : 
One pale moment Nila ſtood, 
Then plunged, inſtinctive, in the flood 

With a roar of thunder hollow, 

While the fiend prepared to follow, 
Quick and keen, a venomed dart 
Quivered in his cruel heart; 

Round he reeled in giddy pain, 

Another arrow pierced his brain ; 

te graened, be fret, be poured bis branth, 
His ſpirit vaniſhed into death 


Loſt, as in a wandering dream, 
Nila floated down the ſtream ; 
The conſcious river ſwelled with bliſs, 
And every billow inatched a kiſs; 
3 While, 
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While, foft as thiſtly embryons ſail 

On the light pinions of the gale, 

The lovely Naiad to the ſhore [ 


Norvan, from the grove emerging, 
Ruſhed to meet the reſcued virgin ; 
Norvan, whoſe victorious bow ; 
Norvan, ſwiſteſt in the race, 


Mlatchleſs in the ſavage chace; 


Tall and ſhapely as the palm, 
Fierce in war, in council calm; 
Black as night without the moon! 
Bold and unliſguiſed as noon! = 

— N orvan long had wooed in vain; 
But, while Nila ſcorned his pain, 
Love's infinuating dart 

 Slid fo flyly through her heart, 
That the nymph, in all her pride, - 
Sighed—yet ſcarcely knew ſhe ſighed ! 


Now ſhe ſaw, with tranſport ſweet, 
Gallant Norvan at her feet; 
Though her trembling lips were ſealed, 


Norvan. 
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Norvan read, with gay ſurpriſe, 
Soft conceſſion in her eyes! 
Wild with joy, his eager arms 
Sprang to claſp her yielding charms; 
Nila vaniſhed o'er the lawn ; 

To the cool embowering ſhade ; 

Here the flowery wreaths were found, 
Which the tiger's temples crowned; 
Theſe on Norvan's brows ſhe twined, 
Whiſpering thus, in accents kind: 

% Noble youth! accept, though ſmall, 

This reward tis Nila's all! 

« If my champion claims an higher, 

Vonder, Norvan !—dwells my fire!” 


* Catch me, Norvan !—if you can?” 
Norvan, quick as Nila's eyes, 
Won the race, and wore the prize } 


FHE END, 


